The Charred Soul
Author: Genaran (https://archiveofourown.org/users/Genaran/pseuds/Genaran)

Summary:
After sacrificing the souls of their parents to a demonic entity and then devouring their corpses. Andrew Graves has well fallen past the deep end, and the ground was still nowhere in sight. With each passing day, more and more of his humanity is lost, and maybe that wouldn't be so bad, if not for that vile dream he had about his sister, Andrew would like to think that there was something about himself he could still respect, something he can cling onto desperately, and never let go. Despite everything he's done for Ashley, at his core, he doesn't want to end up like his father... He liked being the Big Brother protecting his Little Sister, if he became more than that, what would be left?

Ashley wants her brother to break, she wants to seduce what little humanity her Andy still had for himself so she could have all the rest for herself. But, she doesn't want to force it, since he's been such a good boy lately. She wants him to break all on his own, and when the time comes, she'd be happy to indulge him. Andy belonged to her, after all, just how she belonged to Andy.


Chapter 1: All that Remains
Chapter Text
“tHe BroTHeR.” 

 

Andrew’s eyes snapped open to a dark, red reality. He found himself standing against a red brick wall, a cigarette in his hand. His green eyes widened abruptly upon seeing the dark entity his sister had gotten so adept at summoning. The first time he saw this thing he felt an unknown nervousness within his soul, though as he looked at it now, he didn’t feel anything at all.

 

“Why am I here?” Was all he could think to ask at the moment. He was sleeping one moment - and for once, in a separate bed from Ashley - and after spending an hour or two trying to fall asleep, he was finally able to. Honestly he was a little annoyed to have it interrupted like this. He was exhausted after having to drive so far away from where they killed their parents. His eyes felt heavy, even in this dream world.

 

“YoUR SoUl.” The entity floated closer to him. “InTeResTInG tO mE.”

 

“Yeah?” Andrew puffed out some imaginary smoke to the thing. “Well, it's not for sale, shit-fuck. Get lost.”

 

The entity either didn’t care about what he said, or chose to ignore it. Andrew had to sigh, he already got so much of this from his sister, he didn’t need it from a stupid floating cube too.

 

“A SoUL OnCE PuRE, nOW sO ChARreD.” The entity floated around him. “DeLiCIoUs FlAvOuR. My FaVOriTE”

 

Andrew stared at it for a few moments. The cube stared back at him, and Andrew couldn’t help but wonder; He remembered hearing this thing called Ashley ‘Tar Soul’ before. He didn’t think much of it now, since it was pretty much on the spot with that one. But him with a ‘Charred Soul’? What was that all about?? Andrew pinched the bridge of his nose, and decided that if he was going to be stuck in the dream world with a demon he might as well be comfortable. Andrew sat down on a bed of blood red flowers that seemed to float over the void itself, and leaned back against that brick wall. 

 

“Look, I don’t really know what your whole deal is, but we gave you two souls last time, and it wasn’t even that long ago. If you want another one, fine, but you don’t need to barge into my dreams - in fact, you don’t need to barge into my dreams at all.” Andrew looked around. “Where’s Ashley? Isn’t she the one that keeps that talisman thing you gave her?”

 

“YoU BeAR mY mARk.” The unknown entity said. Andrew waited for more of an explanation, and quickly realized he wasn’t about to get any.

 

“I noticed that.” Andrew remarked. He looked at the hand where that red eye mark was etched into his skin, and it was pulsating and glowing now. He tried to show it to his sister before, but she couldn’t see it. He could, but it seemed no one else could. He clenched his hand into a fist before releasing it, seeing the mark stubbornly remain without moving an inch. 

 

“So, what? I’m linked to you now too?”

 

“...” It said nothing, but didn’t deny him.

 

“What do you want from me?” He finally asked. 

 

“ViSIon.” It said, “Tar SoUl RECeiVeD OnE. ChaRRed SoUL reCeIVeS anOtHEr.”

 

“Ugh,” Andrew felt his face heat up at the memory of that… vision . It was more than just a vision, it felt like he was really there, saying those words, doing those things with Leyley. It bothered him that he wasn’t as bothered by it as he thought he should be, or more honestly, not at all. He had been having… unhealthy thoughts, to say the least, about Ashley ever since she hit puberty. He never acted on those thoughts, of course, leaving them as just bare fantasies as they should have always remained, but now Ashley saw those visions too, and apparently they were supposed to come true. The one with the hitman came true, and as much as Andrew would never say this out loud, there was a chance that that dream could come true too. Andrew shuddered at the thought, shaking his head as soon as the vile thoughts returned to him.

 

“If I see the dream, I can change it, right?” Andrew said, his face still beet red. He felt stupid for even asking that question. 

 

Instead of replying to his question, the entity merely replayed a memory of his own mind to himself.

 

“You just helped me desecrate our parents' corpses, yet getting laid is what’s freaking you out?” Ashley said with a genuinely confused tone. 

 

“What’s that, wishful thinking?”

 

“You’ve got a jealous streak yourself, you know.”

 

“Am I getting your hopes up? Hahaha!

 

“I honestly thought it would happen eventually…”

 

“... thought it would happen eventually…”

 

“... It would happen eventually…”

 

The many things Ashley said to him the morning after they had that vision again was replayed for him over and over. The demon tormented him with the past, and even when Andrew covered his ears he could still hear it. When he realized that it wouldn’t work, Andrew gave up and slumped his head against the bricks behind him. Where did these bricks come from anyway?

 

“Oh, this was home.” Andrew thought. “This is the roof where Mom used to lock Ashley up when she was getting rowdy…” He remembered the times where he had to save his sister from their mothers wrath. His father was never any help, so he always had to be the one to go release Ashley from whatever fucked up thing Mom was doing to her. The roof seemed to have been the easiest and quickest punishment. Whenever Ashley did anything wrong, so much as accidentally dropping the salt on the dinner table to forgetting to flush the toilet, Mom would take her up to the roof of the apartment building and lock her there for hours. That was how Andrew learned how to pick locks at such a young age. Every time mom conveniently forgot to let her back in, Andrew would have to go pick the lock and rescue her. At some point, Mom picked up on what he was doing and started locking her up in other random places. Like the dumpster, the bathroom, the closet or the maintenance closet in the hallway. 

 

“Is this a vision? If it is, it's a vision of the past, not the future like the ones Ashley sees…”

 

At some point, It became some kind of game to Ashley. She would act up on purpose and Mom would take her away after putting Andrew in their room so he wouldn’t see where she put her this time. Sometimes it was hard to find her, but like the pool game of Marco Polo, he always was able to find her and pick the lock to whatever room or crate she was locked in.

 

Every single time that happened, he remembered _ _ _ _.

 

Sometimes Mom would get more creative, and use handcuffs to lock Ashley to the shower with the water running. It was harder to pick the handcuffs, but he got it after a few hours of trying. Other times she would lock Ashley up in their own room and take the doorknob off so he couldn’t pick it. When that happened, he jimmied something between the door and the hinge to prick the latch open. He needed to get in there to sleep, after all. He wasn’t going to be stuck on the couch listening to Mom fuck Dad all night.

 

The visions kept coming and going. Showing him just how much Ashley relied on him . If it wasn’t for him , she probably would have been killed by the neglect of their parents. If it weren’t for him . She would have starved to death before the cultist next door was on the menu. If it weren’t for him , she would have been caught and killed or worse by the Warden. 

 

The demon was showing him something he already knew. Ashley needed him much more than he ever needed her. Well, in the past at least. Now, she has so much ammo against him that if he tries to leave her alive she would make his life a living hell. 

 

Andrew looked down at his hands, they were drenched in blood. He remembered nearly strangling her to death once. Sometimes, in his darker thoughts, he wished he would have done it.

 

He was getting distracted again, this time all on his own. He had to sigh again… he really was hopeless, wasn’t he? Even after seeing all those unpleasant memories again, he couldn’t help but miss Ashley. 

 

“WhAT WiLl YoU Be?” The entity suddenly asked. Floating down directly in front of his face. 

 

“What do you mean by that?” Andrew asked. 

 

The entity answered by fading away, and two paths opened up to Andrew. One path lead to a white wooden door, surrounded by more of those bloody flowers. On the door, his name was written in blood. 

 

‘ANDREW GRAVES’

 

The other path led to a dark, dreary coffin. It was black and burnt, like charcoal. The flowers slowly died and turned white around it. That too, had another name on it, a name that made his throat feel dry and his head feel numb. 

 

‘ANDY’

 

He stood up and felt the brick wall behind him disappear. He looked down at his feet, watching some flower petals drift down into the unending void. Andrew ran a hand through his hair, bit his finger, and paced back and forth in deep thought. 

 

If there was a deep end, he was out in the ocean and treading water. He already felt suffocated, like there was no other path he could take. He had killed and eaten people, and watched as his little sister sacrificed their parents souls to a demon, and then went and let her feed their remains to him for dinner that night. He even watched himself give in to his dark thoughts, killing that Lady in 302, and is probably going to end up fucking his own sister too. His past life was gone. That quarantine took everything he had left away from him. All he had was Ashley.

 

All Andy had was Leyley. All Andrew had was Ashley. All Ashley had… was him. 

 

“This episode is titled… And_ _ _ y and Leyley: The Choice to Decide it All!” He chanted with a sorrowful grin.

 

With a smile. He set down his path.
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Andrew woke up and felt dull, as he usually did. At least he was well rested, or felt like it anyway. He had the massive urge to piss though, as one does in the morning. But as he shifted and began to get up, he felt something tug back at him.

 

“Morning Sleepyhead~” Ashley said with her usual wry grin. 

 

“Mmm…” Andrew looked her up and down. She was in her underwear, and he was still clothed as well. Nothing happened then, he noted. 

 

“Mmm.” Ashley mimicked him. “Is that all you have to say to your dear sister? And here I was worried about you… You slept so much, after all!”

 

“Did I…?” Andrew wriggled his arm out of Ashley’s grip so he could turn toward the clock in a motel they stopped at for the night. Thankfully the clerk was asleep at the desk, so he was able to pick the lock to one of the rooms so they had somewhere to rest for the night. The clock said it was noon. Which was strange, he hasn’t slept until noon since he was a high school student.

 

“Wow… I didn’t realize.”

 

“Yeah, I know!” Ashley pouted as she wrapped her thin arms around his shoulders. “I even made breakfast for you and everything! But you had to go and be rude and stay asleep! Lucky you I knew a way to wake you up, it seems like you need me for everything.”

 

“Ah, that explains it.” Andrew thought. “She must’ve been the one to crawl into bed with me, for once.”

 

“Anyway, I thought you had insomnia, what happened to that, hm??”

 

“Guess I was exhausted enough to actually sleep for a reasonable amount of time for once.” Andrew said as he got up from the bed. Ashley still clung onto him, not willing to let go for a second. He pretended not to notice her pressing her boobs into his back and wrap her legs around his waist. “You’re clingy today.” was all he commented.

 

“And you’re acting weird!” Ashley said, hopping off his back. Andrew looked at her bounce on her feet purposely so her chest would move. 

 

“Good morning?” Andrew said with a tired smile.

 

“Hmph,” Ashley turned around and grabbed her shirt and pants, which she threw on the ground somewhere. Out of curiosity, Andrew went to see what this great breakfast she made was. 

 

It was just a bowl of cereal. Go figure. There was an empty bowl next to it. Must have been the one she ate while waiting for him to get up. Andrew hummed and went to the bathroom. He wanted to brush his teeth and get rid of the disgusting morning breath he felt in his mouth before eating.

 

Of course, Ashley followed him like she always did after dressing herself. She sat on the toilet and watched as he squeezed out what little remained in the tube of toothpaste he still had all the way back when they were in the apartment onto a toothbrush that he was sure he’d been using since he was in school. Without a word, he began brushing.

 

“Hey,” Ashley poked into his side. Then again, and again. “Hey, hey, heeeeeeyyy,”

 

“Wha?” Andrew said around the toothbrush.

 

“I love youuu.” Ashley giggled as she said it.

 

Andrew couldn’t help but chuckle. Before he could choke on his own toothbrush, he spat out what was in his mouth and looked at her. 

 

“I was going to wash the dishes anyway, no need to butter me up first.” Andrew said, booping her nose.

 

“Oh, I don’t care about that.” Ashley said, then dangled the talisman in front of him. “My talisman, however, is out of juice. But I didn’t have a vision.”

 

“Didn’t… the last one count as two since we both saw it?” Andrew said cautiously. 

 

“I thought so, but look.” Ashley trusted him to hold it for once, and he did. He felt the thing in his hand, and it felt extremely light. Made out of hollow bones of a bird, light. Adjacently, he held his marked hand next to it. To him, the eye symbol kept pulsating and glowing, but Ashley’s talisman lost all light. “Nothing, see? When it's charged up it hums and glows a little, and I kept it on me this whole time. Even after our fun dream,” she teased him, and Andrew had to look away while she pressed a hand against his chest. “There was still a little juice in it. You know what that means, my dear big brother?”

 

Andrew saw right through her. “You want to kill someone else.”

 

“Well, not kill , more like sacrifice their soul to the devil!” Ashley said cheerily.

 

“That… is basically the same thing.” Andrew remembered their parents. Their bodies may have still been alive after their souls were taken, but they were pretty much vegetables. He also remembered Ashley ruthlessly stabbing them both in the hearts, and he remembered cutting their heads off and burning the flesh off their bones. “Every time someone is sacrificed we end up killing and eating them anyway.”

 

“Well, not everyone ,” Ashley mused. “There was that one Warden guy that the thingy killed, but we didn’t eat him, did we?”

 

“Oh yes, of course not. The building only burned down with him in it.” Andrew said with an amused smile. The Warden leered at his sister one too many times, so he was glad he was dead.

 

He felt a pang of guilt instantly after thinking that. That dream suddenly appeared in his vision again, and his face felt hot and his chest felt tight.

 

Ashley noticed and smiled. “Why yes, I suppose that did happen.” Returning the talisman to her pocket, she put both hands on Andrew’s shoulders and pulled herself up. She moved her hands to her face and made Andrew look her in the eyes. “Among other things.” She said, smirking her devilish smirk. 

 

Andrew coughed. “Why do you even want to charge it anyway? We skipped town and I made sure we didn’t leave behind any evidence of us being there.”

 

“I have an idea!” Ashley said happily. “I can charge up the talisman, sure, but we need new identities, right?” 

 

Andrew nodded. He knew where she was going with this. Reluctantly, he moved her hands to her wrist. They itched to reach lower, but he held himself back. 

 

“I see. You want to ask the entity to give us new identities with another sacrifice.”

 

“Yup! My Andy is so smart, heehee~” Ashley said, pulling him down into a tight hug. “Another adventure for us! Good thing your little sister is so diligent, hmmm?” She tightly pressed her body against him. Andrew struggled to keep himself calm while she moved herself up and down his body. She knew what she was doing. 

 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” He said, pushing down on her shoulders so he could get his nose out of her sweet smelling hair. “What happened to finding those cultist guys and getting them to get us new identities?”

 

“Boooooring!” Ashley exclaimed, to which Andrew had to clasp his hand over her mouth to shut her the fuck up. 

 

“Not so loud!” 

 

In response, Ashley licked his hand.

 

“Ugh!” Andrew drew back from her and wiped his hand on his sweater. “You’re so gross, shit.”

 

“Heehee~!” Ashley giggled. “So, want to plan a murder? It’ll be like our first date!”

 

“There are two very wrong things about what you said, but I know no matter what I say, you’re too far gone to care.”

 

“Bah, you’re the one who always complains about having to do all the dirty work! And here I am trying to offer to bloody my own hands for once!” Ashley stomped her feet angrily. 

 

Andrew thought about it for a few moments, and Ashley watched his expression carefully shift from that of surprised intrigue, to an interested hunger. “Nah,” He said suddenly. “I like bloodying my hands. I’ll do it.”
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Ashley

 

Ashley looked at her brother like he had two heads. This was unusual. Very unusual. Ever since they cut their parents apart, something changed in her Andy. He didn’t complain whenever she called him Andy anymore, and he was just so… different. Easy going, compliant, and protective of her without remorse. 

 

And he stopped touching her in ways that he thought she didn’t notice before too. And his reactions were harder to get and to gauge. She thought it’d be funny to sleep in her underwear with him last night, yet when he woke up he barely even looked at her! What a fucking confusing moron! She thought he would have freaked out and thought that he’d finally crossed that line with her like that vision said they would! But no, he just got up and said good morning, and didn’t complain that she should put her clothes on. She even took her bra off so he could feel her chest through her clothes. Grinded against him in ways that would have had him freak out before. But no, none of that today. She ended up asking herself that same question from before when she watched him chop away at Mom and Dad.

 

“Who is it?” She wondered again, pouting and staring into his empty green eyes. He thought he was so clever at putting on a face, but she knew something was up. He thought he was sooo good at lying and acting that she wouldn’t notice that he clearly did something with the demon thing she summoned! And what the hell was that about anyway?! She was the one who summoned the demon, so she should be the one getting the dream visits! It was not fair, why did everyone pick Andy over her all the time! She wanted to cry, but her love for Andy overcame her jealousy. It was just a stupid fucking cube anyway, who cares if took a liking to her brother. Besides, who wouldn’t?! Andy was her pride and joy, after all.

 

“I’m going to get to the bottom of understanding you, Andrew!” Ashley said in a huff. Andrew just looked confused at her. 

 

“What do you mean?” He asked. “I’m just helping you out like I always do.”

 

“That’s just it, mister!” Ashley jabbed a finger in his chest. “Before, you always had something to say! You reacted so differently only a few days ago! Now, overnight , I have to deal with you being so easygoing and compliant! What gives??”

 

Andrew blinked at her. “... Are we going to plan a murder or not?”

 

Ashley sighed. “There’s a dumb whore next door. When you were sleeping I went over and heard her saying that she was going to be alone tonight for whatever reason.”

 

“The reason for that is pretty important, I think…”

 

“Whatever, I don’t care. I got some gloves for us,” She added, taking two pairs of gloves out from her back pockets. She handed the bigger ones to Andrew, and smiled when she felt him touch her hands. “Now we enter the pro leagues, oh brother of mine!”

 

“Would it make it more comfortable for you if I deny these gloves and complain that we shouldn’t do this in broad daylight?” Andrew teased. Ashley didn’t like the smug look he had on his face, and she pouted at him.

 

In turn, he patted her head. “I love you too, by the way, dear sister of mine.”

 

Ashley squirmed and felt her cheeks heat up. Now of all times he says it back!? UGH! She slumped forward and sighed into her brother's chest. 
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Andrew was smart. Ashley would never admit it out loud of course. She brought up her own plan about how they could wait until night before letting him pick the dumb whores lock so they could get in, tie her to the bed, rob her, then sacrifice her. It was an easy simple plan, but then she had to listen to Andrew go through all the details about how careful they can go about this without getting noticed at all. To double up on socks so their footsteps make less noise, to laminating their gloves so they didn’t have to worry about washing them constantly after getting blood on them. Before then going to the store and stealing some heavy durable bags so they didn’t need to worry about cutting up the body parts into little pieces again. She complained that she wanted to keep some of the human meat so she could learn how to cook it better, but Andy said that it would take too much time, since they weren’t supposed to be there in the first place, and they didn’t know what time the lady was supposed to check out. In the end, she was going to be allowed to keep one forearm while the rest was going into a bag with a bunch of rocks they can throw into a lake or something later. 

 

Andrew even made some masks for them. Not that they would need it unless someone was coming. But still, as she listened to her brother expertly go through almost every single detail, she couldn’t help but comment:

 

“You are a grade A serial killer, Andy. I’m impressed.”

 

Andy blushed at the compliment. “W-Well, I really don’t want to get caught. I’d rather spend the rest of my life stuck with you than getting railed in prison, after all.”

 

“Stuck with me, hm?” Ashley frowned. “The little sister going out of her way to satisfy your every need, hm? I'm sooo bad, of course, maybe I should just start screaming and let them take you away then if I’m so bad!”

 

“Not in a bad way,” Andy said, rolling his eyes at her dramatics. 

 

Ugh, he made her just want to scream!

 

“You’re not so bad, I guess.” Andy said. “Even if you’re getting more bold with your suggestive comments by the day.”

 

Ashley sighed at that. “Well, there’s no use in pretending like its not a possibility anyway.”

 

Andy frowned at her. “It’s not.” He stated matter-of-factly. Though she could definitely tell what was running through his head. Heh, he couldn’t hide that faint blush from her. “I… can’t do that to you. Look, you’re already going to have me for the rest of our lives, do we really need to get to that point?”

 

Ashley shrugged. “Why not? That way there’s nothing you can’t get from me. You wouldn’t need to see annnyonnne else.” She said, reaching forward and grabbing his arm. She pulled herself against him, bringing her face dangerously close to his. “All you have to do is ask, you know.”

 

For a long agonizing second, Ashley watched Andy wrestle with his own mind. She watched the subtle movement of his eyes stare at her lips, and she even puckered her lips a little, egging him on to take the plunge. She didn’t mind waiting for another opportunity to charge up the talisman if he took her right then and there.

 

“L-Let’s get back to the task at hand, please.” Andrew said, pulling away from her and biting his finger. 

 

Ashley giggled. “Okay then, let’s go kill someone!”
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Andrew

 

“That was too easy…” Andrew thought as he watched the demonic cube appear out of the darkness of the room. It felt like all the sound around them was snuffed out in an instant. All the prep he did felt like an overachievement. The clerk was still sleeping, and there was barely anyone at the hotel. The woman was also so drunk that she didn’t notice him picking the lock to her room. She slept through half the time it took to tie her to the bed with rope. Andrew just got bored of it, even when she finally realized what was happening and was now struggling to get out of the binds and scream through the gag. 

 

“Hey buddy!” Ashley happily greeted the entity. “I have a new soul for ya! In exchange this time, could you grant us some new identities?”

 

“I cAnNOt.” 

 

“Whaaaaat!?” Ashley exclaimed. “Why not!?”

 

“NeW IdENtiTiEs MeANs NeW MiNDs, TaR SoUl.”

 

“Oooh… that would be boring.” Ashley said with a sigh. “Well, whatever, just charge the talisman I guess.”

 

With her piece said, the entity did just that. The woman let out one last muffled scream before her body went limp. The cube glowed subtly, almost as if it were savoring its latest meal. Before floating over to them.

 

“TaR SoUl. ChaRRed SoUL.”

 

“Huh?” Ashley raised an eyebrow toward her brother. “You gave a weird name to Andy here too? That’s cool, I guess.”

 

“wE WiLl MeEt AgAIn SoOn.”

 

“Does that mean we have to sleep together again?”

 

“Can you not say it like that, please?” He had to complain.

 

“YeS.”

 

“Ugh!”

 

“Heehee~, hear that, big brother?” Ashley elbowed his side. “Mister Entity here wants us to sleep together again. How about it?”

 

Andrew stared at the black cube, but before he could say anything to it, it disappeared, and the color and sound of the world returned. 

 

“Whatever, it could be important I guess. Just keep your clothes on this time.”

 

“Oooh, so you did notice me this morning, hmm~?”

 

“Shut the fuck up and help me clean this mess!”

 

As Ashley laughed and started helping him through the usual routine and cleaning up the ritual circle and blood, Andrew kept thinking about the entity. What was its real goal here? What did it want with them? Why was it so interested in them? In him? In Ashley? Something about their souls being Tarred and Charred respectively, but that couldn’t be all. The thing has probably been around since forever. 

 

He couldn’t lie to himself though, he did wonder what the entity was going to show them this time.

 

But first, time to make sure the woman was dead. He didn’t sharpen his cleaver for nothing…




Chapter 2: Easily Hard Concepts
Notes:
Chapter 2, out so soon? Had some extra time thanks to the holidays giving me a few days off work. Started leaning into some of the uncomfortable topics of the game, hopefully I did a good enough job at that. Writing stuff like this is new for me, but I enjoy learning, and the practice is valuable. Have fun reading!

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
Ashley!

 

She watched as Andy broke some of the bones in the whore’s body so he crumbled her up into a pretzel and shoved her into a single thick black garbage bag. Ashley wondered where he learned how to break bones like that, and how to pop them out of their sockets. Though, she wasn’t about to complain anytime soon. The sound of the bones popping and snapping made for very satisfying sounds.

 

As promised, Andy took the whores body into the bathtub of the motel and chopped off her hand, and then the rest of the arm at the elbow. He even went a step further, and took the bones out of the forearm before handing it to her in a smaller Ziplock bag that was just big enough to hold the meat, but not big enough to zip up all the way.

 

“Aw~, you remembered!” Ashley crooned, hugging her brother as thanks for the gift he had given her. 

 

“As if I would forget.” Andrew said with that same blank expression on his face. “You would have moaned and bitched about it if I didn’t give you what you wanted.”

 

“Hehe, I bet you’d like to hear me moan, hmm??” She teased.

 

“Ugh,” Andrew rolled his eyes and shook his head. “If you have the energy to sit there and make jokes then you have the energy to clean the bathtub. It’s easy, just turn on the water and make sure all the blood goes down the drain. I’ll go make sure the rest of the room is clean of any evidence.”

 

“Yes, yes, we wouldn’t want you getting railed in prison, after all.” Ashley playfully mocked, rolling her eyes as she did. “I wonder what they’d do to me in prison. Do women rape other women?”

 

“Of course they do!” Andrew exclaimed, flicking her on the forehead. Ow! “Don’t underestimate people who already have nothing to lose, Leyl- Ashley!” Ashley smiled at his slip up. Sometimes he didn’t notice when he called her Leyley, but she always did, and every time, she couldn’t help but feel warm in her chest. “Why do you think I’m always so careful when we do shit like this!?”

 

“Because you can’t let them take me away from you, right~?” 

 

“Tch,” Uh oh, Andrew was getting that irritated look in his eye. But what was that, a hint of embarrassment? She couldn’t help but laugh at him. 

 

“That’s right, I have a good memory too!” She exclaimed, poking him in the side with the meat he gave her. “I remember all those times where you cried ‘Oh no! I can’t let them take you away from me! You’re mine~!”

 

“I never said it like that.” Andrew said, flicking her in the forehead again.

 

“Ow! Fucking rude asshole, stop doing that!” In retaliation, she threw a weak punch into his shoulder. Not weak because she was holding back, oh no, she never held back when she hit him. She was just weak in general. The only real meals she’s had since the quarantine were the few that Andrew was able to buy for them once they escaped, the leg of the cultist they ate, and of course, dear ol’ mom and dad. So even her full strength could barely dent Andrew. He wasn’t the biggest guy in the world, but even just as starved and weakened as her, he was still stronger and tougher than her.

 

“No, you’re being bad.” Andrew said, easily swiping her fist from his shoulder. “Now go do what I told you to do.”

 

“Oh? I’m being bad?” Ashley got a glint to her eye. “What are you going to do to this bad girl to punish her-”

 

“ASHLEY!” Andrew grabbed the back of her head - no, the hair she had tied up behind her head. He pulled on it, pulling her away from her. The sudden sharp stab of pain in her scalp as she was dragged away so easily made her yelp, and tears formed in her eyes. 

 

“That hurts!” She cried through one shut eye. 

 

Ashley said that, but she felt hot even as her brother painfully tugged at her hair. Oh, she knew he was doing it just to shut her up with pain, but she was a freak. She liked the way he roughly treated her once he got fed up with her shit. 

 

Andrew, as dense as he became when he got like this, either didn’t care or didn’t notice the way her expression changed as he dragged her up to her feet by her hair.

 

“Go. Clean.” He said with that same dark look he always had on his face when he was being deadly serious.

 

Ashley opened her other eye, her hands still weakly grabbing at Andrews hands. Even through the pain, she smiled at him and licked her lips. “Y-yes sir.”

 

Andrew’s eyes widened slightly. 

 

“Heh, now he noticed.” Ashley thought as she watched his face go red. He let her go and lightly shoved her away. Yet even that caused her to stagger back and almost fall over. She didn’t fall only because she grabbed the edge of the door to catch herself. 

 

Just as quickly as that little blush came, it went just as quickly. Her Andy just flipped her off and waved for her to leave. Obediently, Ashley did as she was told.
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Andrew!

 

“Damn that stupid, annoying bitch.” Andrew thought as he cleaned the bathtub himself. He only remembered that Ashley was supposed to do this part after he threw her out of the bathroom. Again, he was the one that had to do the dirty work of cleaning the bathtub. That was probably what she wanted the whole time. 

 

What was she thinking giving him that look? Did he not make himself clear enough that he certainly did not want to go that far with her? Ugh, he already knew the answer. She damn well knew what he thought and how he felt about that vision that they shared together. She just didn’t give a shit. In her twisted little head of hers, that’s actually how she thought her love for him should go. What a little freak, she was. 

 

And damn himself for falling for her tricks again! Every time she did this, it got a reaction out of him. A smaller one, thank God - or should he say thank Satan now? - but one nevertheless. Andrew internally sighed, at least he was getting better and resisting her advances. Holding back from touching her was helping, and not sharing a bed with her was doing wonders too. 

 

Well, while it was lasting that was. The entity wanted to show them a vision again, a vision together. Andrew swallowed nervously as he washed the rest of the blood down the drain and packed the rest of the woman into the durable garbage bag. He tied it tight, letting his frustration tighten the bag as much as he could into a strong bitch of a knot. 

 

He really hoped that the dream wouldn’t be too similar to the last one that they shared together. It was shocking enough at the time, but if they saw another dream of them fucking in the future, than what was the point of all this holding back? Actually, what was he trying to hold back for anyway? In the eyes of society, he was already an unredeemable monster who sacrifices souls to a demon and eats the corpses that it leaves behind. He already killed his parents, he even killed N_  _ a back then as a child. 

 

Andrew stood up and stared at himself in the mirror. There were a few dots of blood on his face from chopping off the woman’s hand and forearm off from the rest of her body. He held the cleaver up to his face and sniffed it. Blood smelled almost always the same. It made him nauseous before, but it was growing on him now. He resisted the urge to lick the blood off his cleaver, and washed it instead. 

 

Then he stared at himself in the mirror again. His own green eyes stared back at him. Andrew raised his marked hand up, and noticed that it didn’t appear in the mirror, but when he looked down at it, it was still definitely there. The entity’s mark was glowing more vibrantly now, and pulsating more. Maybe that meant it was more charged up now? No, that couldn’t be it, Ashley already showed him the charged up talisman just moments ago. Either way, the mark was definitely evolving after each sacrifice. He still wondered what the entity wanted in him. Maybe possess him? Nah, if it was powerful enough to suck up the soul of a person within seconds, he was sure it could just as easily do that to him and take over his body if it really wanted too. 

 

Andrew sighed again. When did his life get so fucked up? Oh, right, right when Ashley was born, he supposed. 

 

Laughing at his own messed up joke, he made a mental note not to share that one with Ashley in the future. 

 

He washed his gloves just in case, and then the cleaver again. Then double checked to make sure the bathroom was all cleaned up save for the bag with a dead body in it. To go even a step further, Andrew found a bottle of bleach in the sink’s cabinet and poured it all over the sink and the bathtub to get rid of any remaining blood or signs that somebody else was there. 

 

Once he was satisfied, he dragged the bag with him outside of the bathroom. He had to admit that he was surprised that Ashley was actually doing what he asked for once, and had a mop she must have taken from a closet and was using it to clean up the ritual circles that he had painted using the woman’s blood. She actually did a pretty good job at it so far. 

 

“Wow, you actually do know how to clean up pretty well. I’m impressed.”

 

“I’m offended that you think so little of me!” Ashley complained. “I cleaned up our old apartment all the time, mind you! Not to mention how helpful I was cleaning up mom and dad from the basement in their house!!”

 

“Yes, yes, the paragon of maids, you are.” Andrew teased, a rare smile appearing on his face. 

 

“Maid!?” Ashley pouted. “Fuck off with that! I ain’t no maid. I’m a good little sister!”

 

“For once, you are, yeah.” 

 

“Say it then.” Ashley demanded, crossing her arms and stepping close to him. “And pat my head while you’re at it.”

 

“Are you serious?” Andrew looked at her weirdly. “Didn’t I already do that earlier? And aren’t you like, 20? Why do you need me to pat your head?”

 

“Because I’m a good girl and I want it!” Ashley stomped her foot like a petulant child throwing a temper tantrum. “I only ever got them from you, and you stopped until recently! I am starved of affection, Andy!”

 

Andrew rolled his eyes. He was going to mention that they spent three months together in quarantine and slept together for most of those nights. But he knew that was more likely going to give her another thing to bitch to him about later. Instead, reluctantly, Andrew raised a hand and put it on top of her head, totally ignoring the purr that Ashley had no shame letting out as she raised herself onto the tips of her toes to lean deeper into his touch. 

 

“Thanks for cleaning up like I said, Leyley,” He used her nickname on purpose to make her happy. It worked like a charm. “You are such a… good… girl.” Slowly, he said. He felt uncomfortable saying it in this kind of context, especially with that vision popping up in his head again. But in a rare moment, Ashley didn’t immediately turn it sexual like she normally would have. Instead, her pink eyes stared at him with such love and her smile was just so contagious. She just leaned into him, sighed into his chest, and hugged him tightly. 

 

“Thank you, Andy.” She said, sniffing him deeply. 

 

“Yeah, yeah, get off me already.” Andrew said even as he subconsciously hugged her back. A moment later was when he was actually trying to push her away. “Hope you enjoyed that because its not going to happen often.”

 

“It will.” Ashley said with a grin that screamed that she was sure of herself. “I just have to be a good girl to you! And when I’m bad, you can pull my hair and punish me like you did before~!”

 

“Ugh, there it is.” Andrew couldn’t help but chuckle at that. Ashley laughed with him. Then, she did something he didn’t expect. 

 

Ashley raised her hand to pat the top of his head - she had to get on her tippy toes to reach - and ruffled his hair a bit. 

 

“You’re a good brother, y’know.” She said quickly. “And don’t say I don’t return the favor!”

 

Andrew closed his eyes and let this moment last a little longer. A moment where they were just brother and sister. For that instant, he didn’t have to think about all the horrible things he did.

 

It didn’t last, of course.

 

His eyes opened and he stared at her for a silent while. She stopped and just stared back, holding her hands behind her back and smiling her little manipulative smile all over again. 

 

About five more minutes went by before he moved away from her without saying a word, cleaning up the rest of the mess while he was at it. It didn’t take long, and soon enough, they were sneaking out of the room again. 

 

All within an hour, he tied up and gagged a sleeping, probably drunk woman. Watched his sister sacrifice her soul, got ready to dispose of her body and all the evidence, and shared a touching moment with his sister he still wasn’t entirely sure was all purely out of just sibling love. 

 

Man, his good days were weird. 
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Ashley!

 

“I am going to drop the body off in a dump,” Her cute Andy said after stuffing the body into the trunk. “If I cover it in garbage then it’ll probably stay there for years before someone finds it. There’s one not too far from here, it's a short drive. After that, I’ll come back and we can have another vision together.”

 

“Can’t I come with?” Ashley said with a sad pout. 

 

“You don’t really need to.” Andrew said with a shrug. She could tell that he didn’t really care either way, which made her happy. “No real point though. I’m trying to spare you from smelling like trash, and it’ll be faster if I go alone anyway.”

 

“Hmmm…” Ashley felt a sting, but she suppressed it, this time. Instead, she smiled gleefully to herself. She could trust Andy. He was her pride and joy, after all, and even told off their mom when she was saying bad things about her! Content for once, she nodded her head. 

 

“Okay,” Her agreement seemed to surprise Andrew. “While you’re gone, I can cook us some dinner! The spices and seasoning we took from the house will help make it taste better.”

 

He looked at her like she had three heads again. But his confusion was short-lived. He smiled slightly and gave her a nod. 

 

“Just make sure it’s not dry this time.” He teased, before closing the door behind him.

 

“Hey!” She called out to him through the door. “I make it with love, Andy! So you better eat it regardless!”

 

He probably didn’t hear her.

 

Ashley giggled to herself. 

 

Really, all this was just too easy. But she liked it that way.

 

It was just her, Andy or Andrew depending on his mood, and their little adventures. That made her happy. She was content with that.

 

As long as her dear big brother was with her, she could be happy the rest of her life. 

 

Ashley, confident in her brother, turned and went to whip them up some dinner. It was still pretty early, it was early night, so that meant she had time to really learn how to cook some human flesh.

 

~Yum~! 
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Andrew!

 

Just as he suspected, there was just a flimsy lock keeping an equally flimsy chain linked fence gate closed to prevent any trespassers from entering. He could have climbed over the fence, but he wasn’t strong enough to bring the woman with him and he didn’t want to risk breaking the bag. The lock was easy to pick. 

 

Ever since he learned how to pick locks, he started to view them as pointless. With the right tools, any lock could be picked. They were just a symbol of safety and security to make it easy for people to sleep at night. 

 

What good it did for the woman with a missing forearm in the black garbage bag. Andrew dragged the bag out of the trunk of the car and through the gate. Before halfway through, he went through the trouble of lifting it instead. He did want to get stronger, after all. He couldn’t really do that without going out of his way to lift some heavy weights. His cardio was somehow still pretty good despite the starving he went through. But cardio can only go so far if some bigger and stronger guy came around and threatened him and Ashley. Without his cleaver, what could he do?

 

He was exhausted by the time he found a good spot to hide the bag. Luckily, the guy that was supposed to watch the dump was also asleep at his post. 

 

“Why is it that every time me and Ashley have to sneak around somewhere, there is always a guard flaking on his duty?” Andrew thought to himself. 

 

The cleaver itched in his pocket. He licked his lips as he stared at the sleeping man. He had no idea that Andrew could walk over there, and chop him to pieces within a few minutes. The thought of his life ending so suddenly and brutally felt… like nothing, to Andrew. His life was meaningless, after all. He was just meat.

 

Lucky meat, because Andrew didn’t want to be far from Ashley for too long. 

 

Andrew shoved a bunch of other trash and shit over the garbage bag with the body in it, and just for good measure, took the extra minute to get a few other heavy, wet, and disgusting garbage bags that smelled like death to cover it too. That way when the body started decaying, no one would question why because One: It was a dump. And Two: Trash tended to smell rotten.

 

Andrew sheathed his cleaver in his pants, and went back to the car. He felt his stomach growl as he got into the driver's seat. He got this over pretty quickly, and there was some time before the stores closed. So he could get some more supplies for when they start to move again tomorrow morning.

 

The car was also low on gas, so he might as well fill up.

 

Thankfully, a gas station wasn’t that far away. He used some of Mom’s money to pay the guy to fill the car up, and went into the gas station just to see if there was anything interesting to buy. When he entered, the clerk at the register seemed to have been arguing with an asshole of a customer. 

 

“What do you mean the card doesn’t swipe!?” Another guy, a little older than him, whined. “It worked just fine at the pump!”

 

The clerk sighed. “Sir, its okay, just use the chip.”

 

“The chip doesn't work either!”

 

“Well, do you have any cash on you then?”

 

“What the fuck? Why would I carry cash?! I don’t want to get robbed and lose it all!”

 

Andrew tuned the rest of the pointless conversation out when the cashier sighed heavily and hung his head. Yeah, he’s been there and done that. His first and only job he ever had was one he got right after high school to save up some money for himself when he was about to go to college. He quit though, because Ashley was miserable at home for all the hours he was gone. He didn’t want to leave her alone with Mom abusing her with Dad just being depressed moping around like he always did. So he got a few hundred bucks and thought he could stretch that over a semester.

 

Yeah, like that was ever going to happen. That quarantine made sure it was never going to happen. Any money he earned himself burned down with the rest of the apartment building they used to live in.

 

Andrew had money now, though. His Mom’s fraudulent life insurance money. He found himself absentmindedly moving toward the sweets section of the store. When was the last time he and Ashley had anything sweet? It had to be on his last birthday, which was a month or two before the quarantine. Ashley's birthday was actually coming up soon. 

 

It would be early, but maybe he could get a batch of chocolate muffins for her. Those were her favorite. And a pack of lemon ones too, just in case she still wanted to keep up their birthday tradition.

 

“Andrew!?”

 

Andrew froze, his eyes widened. The voice that just called out to him was one he recognized all too well. He turned around, and felt almost nothing to see a pair of yellow eyes looking at him like they just saw a ghost. 

 

“Julia?” He asked, as if he’d hadn’t seen her for years. “What’re you doing here?”

 

“What am I doing here!?” Julia stammered and ran up to him, grabbing his hands when she did. “I thought you were dead! I heard that your apartment building burnt down with no survivors!”

 

“Yeah, well, I’m not dead.” Andrew took his hands out of hers. “I didn’t think you’d care.”

 

Julia was sweet, and soft spoken. The words he said clearly hurt her. She looked down at her feet, and then at her empty hands. He looked at her sad face. Why was she the sad one? She’s the one who dumped him. She sniffled, almost about to cry, until she gagged suddenly and pinched her nose. 

 

“W-Where have you been sleeping?” Julia asked, concerned now.

 

Andrew just shrugged. “Where do you think?”

 

“Do you… do you have nowhere to go? What about your parents?”

 

“My parents left me and Ashley to starve for three months in an apartment building that burnt down the day after we escaped it.” His harsh statement caused Julia to flinch. Right, he never did tell her that they were being starved. Then again, he didn’t think anyone knew that they were being starved to death so their organs could be harvested. “They don’t care about us. I don’t know where they went.” 

 

Wisely, he didn’t tell her that he ended up killing them.

 

Curiously, he wondered what kind of horrified expression she’d have if he told her what he and Ashley did.

 

“You’re… homeless then?”

 

“I suppose.” Andrew said, shrugging. “I was buying food for me and Ashley tonight. Her birthday is coming up soon, so I figured I’d treat her to something nice with the money we have left.”

 

At the mention of Ashley, Julia's eyes softened even more. Fear. He instantly recognized, then regret came straight after.

 

“Do you… need somewhere to stay?” Julia asked, an offer on the tip of her tongue. “My sister and I decided to take a vacation since our town has a lot of dark stuff happening in it. We’re going to go to a waterpark. You can… both come with us, if you want.”

 

“No.” His instant response caused Julia to flinch. He couldn’t really hide how much he didn’t care about her anymore. He didn’t really care that he didn’t care anymore either. Without another word, he took a bundle of chocolate and lemon muffins and walked away from her. 

 

He felt her hand weakly tug at his shirt, and with a roll of his eyes, he stopped. 

 

“What?”

 

“I’m… I’m sorry…” She said slowly. Softly. She never got to the damn point. “The way we… stopped. I shouldn’t have-”

 

“You should’ve done a lot of things.” Andrew said, tugging his sleeve back from her grip. “But you didn’t, that showed how much you really cared about me. I’m going to go back to my sister now, since she’s all I have left in this shitty place of the world.”

 

Julia started to cry.

 

Andrew smiled.

 

He felt like he was walking on clouds when he left her there, sobbing to herself and clearly regretting everything that happened, and the way that she ended their relationship.

 

In fact, Andrew was in such a good mood now, that he even turned on the radio for the drive back to the motel. 

 

Andy was sure that Leyley would love to hear about all this.
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Ashley!

 

“Bahahaha!” Ashley laughed so hard she buckled over the table, slapping a hand against it as she laughed so loudly that her throat started to hurt. “And you just left her there, crying!? Hahahahaha! That’s what the brother stealing bitch gets!”

 

Ashley crawled across the table and fell into Andy’s lap. He looked a little embarrassed about what happened, but that’s what made him so fucking cute about it! She never felt so proud of him more than ever before! She adjusted herself so that she was sitting on his lap, and with her free hand, reached over and grabbed one of the chocolate muffins that her adorable big brother got her. 

 

“I knew I could trust you! I really can trust you, hm? That’s two times in a row you stayed loyal to me! Ah, I love you so, so, so, so much! ” 

 

She mashed her lips against Andy’s cheek over and over again, getting chocolate all over it. Andy laughed and pushed her head away, causing her to giggle too. 

 

“I just didn’t think she had any right to care about me anymore.” Andy said, still a little embarrassed about it. “She didn’t care to even try to visit during the quarantine, and she broke up with me over the phone on top of that. Even if that’s because you were the one that kept harassing her.”

 

“Pft, that’s old news now.” Ashley said, swaying back and forth on his lap. “But see? I told you she was never worth it!”

 

“Mm, I guess you’re right.” Andy agreed. Her heart soared, and she kissed him again. 

 

She then took his chocolate covered face in both hands, and stared at his lips. She leaned in, pecking him on the nose. Her Andy went red, and turned away from her. 

 

But he didn’t push her away.

 

“Progress.” Ashley smirked as she hopped off his lap and went over to the stove. She decided to slice the forearm into little slabs of meat this time, and added more butter and oils to the mix to make sure it wouldn’t be dry. After seasoning it, she was sure that it was going to taste heavenly.

 

Without bothering to ask him for permission, Ashley took her seat in his lap again, with her back toward him. She was so short and small that he was able to rest his chin on the top of her head and reach around her to grab a fork. 

 

“I put a lot of love and care into this meal.” Ashley said as she and him both stabbed one slab of meat with a fork and raised it to their mouths. “So you better like it! Let’s try it together, shall we?”

 

“Mm,” Andy hummed. On a count to three, the two of them chomped down on their respective pieces. “Oh,” Andy chewed faster. “This is actually… not dry. It’s actually not bad.”

 

“Hehe~!” Ashley had already chewed and swallowed hers. “Third time’s the charm, hm? Took a bitch of a long time, and it's not like cooking human meat with a manual.”

 

Andy laughed. “I guess not. But you did a good job.”

 

“Oh? Did I?” She wriggled her butt on his crotch. “Do I get a reward for doing such a good job~?”

 

“S-stop that.” Andy pushed her down his legs so she sat on his knees instead. “And you already have your muffins. That should be enough of a reward.”

 

“But I want moooore Andyyyy,” Ashley crooned, leaning back so she could look up at him. She perked her lips. He did his best to keep his focus on the food. Some of the bloody bits dripped onto her face, but she didn’t care. 

 

“Hey,” She reached up and patted his face. “Julia and her sister are in town you said, right?”

 

“I don’t like where this is going.” 

 

“You didn’t even let me finish!” 

 

“Because I know what you’re going to say.” Andy leaned back in the chair, her coming with him. She turned around and straddled him, moving up his legs so she could sit on his thighs, and pressed her hands into his chest. “You want to sacrifice them.”

 

“BRRRR!” Ashley poked his forehead. “Wrong! I just want to kill them. Cubey doesn’t need their hideous souls.”

 

“Cubey?” Andy scrunched his brow at her. “What the fuck? That’s a shitty nickname for it.”

 

“Yeah, like Tar and Charred soul are any better.” She laughed. “Anyway, yeah, I don’t want Cubey getting sick from their yucky souls. So I just want to kill them for fun. You said they were going to a water park, right?”

 

“Ashley, no.” Andrew returned, shaking her off. “Let’s just go to the next town like we planned. We still need to find someone who can make us some new identities. The news said there was some gang-mafia shit going on in the next town over, maybe we can make a deal with them.”

 

“Yeah, we can do that.” Ashley nodded her head. “After we killed Julia and her sister.”

 

“Why are you so dead set on this!?” Andrew sulked. “Haven’t you tormented her enough? She’s a depressed wreck, she’s already fucked up.”

 

“Because she’s the only hussie I can punish for taking you away from me!” Ashley exclaimed. “All those times you two went on dates and fucked, I was alone at home! She took my brother’s precious attention away from me!”

 

Andrew sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. 

 

“Let me… let me sleep on it, please.” His eyes suddenly looked tired, and exhausted. “I haven’t slept for a whole day because of everything we did today. I’m not in the right mind to make any decisions like that, and besides, we have that vision that the entity-”

 

“Cubey.”

 

“The entity.” Andrew refused to use her new name for it. “Wants to show us. It could be an important vision, so we should see it before letting your murderous jealousy take control.”

 

“Jealousy, hm?” Ashley snickered. “And what exactly do I have to be jealous of, Andrew my dear~?”

 

“Her, since you want me to yourself so fucking badly.” 

 

Oh?

 

That was unexpected. 

 

But not untrue.

 

Ashley’s eyes shone with excitement. 

 

“Hehe.” She leaned closer to him. “Well, there won’t be anything left to be jealous of if she’s dead.”

 

“I’ll think about it.” Andrew said as he stood up, picking her up from her legs as he did. Ashley let out an excited squeal as he carried her to one of the beds and dropped her there. 

 

She was disappointed when he didn’t climb on top of her. Instead, lying next to her like he did the day they killed their parents.

 

“Vision first.” 

 

“Yeah,” Ashley made herself comfortable as she pulled the blanket over their body. She snuggled closer to Andrew, resting her head on his chest. One of her hands hugged Andrew, while the other, clasping the talisman, reached over to grab Andrew’s left hand, holding it tightly. “Goodnight, Andy. I love you~”

 

“Mhm.” 

 

Andrew squeezed her hand back, and closed his eyes. 

 

She did the same.

 

Sleep came remarkably quickly, for once.




Chapter 3: Blackened History
Notes:
Another chapter the day after the previous one. Man, I am finding myself in a lot of good moods. I really got into this one, and took some creative liberties with how the dreams and visions work. Cubey is a mysterious little demon cube, after all~.

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew! 

 

Sleep was slow to come, but it arrived. Andrew opened his eyes to a familiar darkness. But he felt shorter, weaker, and breathing became harder through the thick air of his old apartment. An apartment that was just barely cleaner than it was before the quarantine. 

 

“The past.” He instantly realized. But at what point in the past? It was back when they were kids, that was for sure. He wore that old gray shirt that was a few sizes too big for him, one of the only gifts his father ever got him for one of his birthdays. Apparently it was the same shirt that he wore when he met mom back when he was a younger man. 

 

Thinking back on it, Andrew always hated that shirt. 

 

He was glad that he got rid of it as soon as he saved enough birthday money to buy his black sweater. 

 

Andrew looked around the apartment. There were black shadows blocking off certain parts of the living room. The shadows danced and warped as he looked around them, as if preventing him from seeing something his past self wasn’t focusing on at the time. Looking around more, he found the kitchen, and witnessed his mom cooking something for once. 

 

He felt nothing upon seeing her. She was nothing to him. 

 

Outside on the balcony, he saw the silhouette of his father. He always stood out there, for one reason or another. Lamenting in his depression, no doubt. He was barely a man - No, that was too kind. He was barely the husk of a man. All his father ever did was stand there, absentmindedly staring at nothing. Forgetting things was all he was good at, he could barely remember his own children's names. How the fuck he ever got with mom and fucked her pregnant would forever be a mystery to him. 

 

“... JuST LiKe hiM.”

 

What? Andrew looked around for the entity, but couldn’t find it anywhere. What did it mean by that? Him, being just like his father. Sure, there were some similarities, there was bound to be since he was his sperm donor. He thought about it before after tying him up in the basement. But no, he was different. His father could barely function without being told what to do, whereas he… He had control over himself still, over his own life, over his sister? 

 

Andrew was lying to himself.

 

He knew, but it was easier to believe in those sweet, sugary lies.

 

“Let me out!” A weak rattle of knocks came from the bedroom. “Mommy, please! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it!”

 

Instinctively, his body moved without command. Andrew ran toward the door. But as he moved his feet, he didn’t get any closer. It was like he was rooted in place. It was like one of those infuriatingly terrifying dream where you ran and ran with all your might but never seemed to go anywhere. 

 

“Shut it, you twat!” Mom warped from the kitchen and to the bedroom. Suddenly, the door was open, and a mighty loud THWAK was heard as Andrew watched his mom slap the ever living shit out of the younger version of Ashley. “When you learn to behave and stop doing stupid shit, I wouldn’t have to lock you up so often!”

 

Andrew’s palm felt like it was vibrating. His heart felt tight, and his head hurt. But his will only grew.

 

The young Andy grew into his adult self. His clothes changed from the grey disgusting shirt, to the dark black sweater, stained with blood. 

 

In his right hand, his cleaver appeared, gripped so tightly by white knuckles. Blood retreated from his chest, filling his arms, legs, and head as Andrew stomped toward his birth giver. 

 

Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop. Chop.

 

He chopped and chopped until every limb, every organ, every little vein and artery was exposed from his mothers body. He didn’t stop until the blood reached his ankles. His mother never squirmed, never squealed, never cried out in pain. She just stared at him with those empty, faded green eyes. Andrew glared back, chopping away at her chest with nothing on his face. The blood that came out of her heart was a sickly, pulsating pink color.

 

“Yes, yes! That’s what you get!” Leyley kicked at their mothers unresponsive ruined corpse. “My Andy always loved me more than you! That’s what you get for hurting me, you heartless, spineless bitch!”

 

“She’s right, I guess.” 

 

Andrew’s eyes widened, the bloodlust he felt subsided. He was just about to chop off his mothers head, but stopped once he heard her voice. 

 

“You always chose her over me, even when you were younger.” Mom said, sighing heavily. Was that… no, it couldn’t be, was mom sad!? “You were such a good kid, up until you were about eight years old. Ever since Ashley learned to talk at six, gosh, she was always late to everything. Ever since then, it was always Ashley, Leyley, my little sister with you.”

 

“It would have been different if you just let me get rid of her.” Mom said with a bloody smile. Her head tilted, one of her eyes falling out of her skull as it did. “I would have loved you so much more for it. We would have been a happy family of three. Ashley was born a monster, but you had so much potential, my poor… baby… boy.” her other eye fell out. He could see her brain through her sockets. A second later, the same symbol on his left hand replaced both of her eyes. 

 

“sHe WaS BoRn A MoNsTeR. AnD NoW YoU’rE oNe ToO.”

 

Andrew watched as his mom’s body fell apart into a pool of blood, which only descended into the void, never to be seen again. 

 

Hopefully.

 

Andrew clutched his chest, he just realized he stopped breathing that entire time. His heart beat so hard it hurt. Fear rattled his brain. What the fuck was that? Was this even a vision? Or a-

 

“NiGhTmArE?” The entity finished for him. 

 

The dream world shifted again. Andrew watched from the third person as he stood over Leyley’s sleeping form. This was during middle school, he remembered because he was there.

 

He watched himself nervously poke Leyley awake. 

 

“Eh? What’s wrong, Andy?” Adorable Leyley, she always seemed the most normal after just waking up. Nowadays, she was a menace all around the clock. 

 

“I… had a bad dream.” Andy said, biting one of his fingers until the skin turned red and raw. “I… can’t sleep well.”

 

“Oh?” Leyley smirked and leaned toward him, wrapping her little arms around his equally little body. “You can sleep with me if you want! It’s only fair, since I ran to sleep with you when I had bad dreams too when I was younger.”

 

Andrew watched Andy crawl into bed with Ashley, shoving his face into her still developing chest. 

 

He felt disgusted.

 

That was the first time he ever lied to her about having nightmares, all so he could sleep with her.

 

Truthfully. He never had nightmares. Not even once, in his entire life. He’s had bad dreams, sure, but nothing ever caused him to wake up in the middle of night seeking comfort. He just needed an excuse to feel Leyley’s body pressed against him, so he could feel safe in her bosom.

 

“Some big brother I am…” Andy said, as if reading his future self’s mind. 

 

“It’s okay,” Leyley cooed, scratching the top of his head in a way that gave Andy goosebumps. “I’ll always be here for you, as long as you’re always there for me…”

 

Well…

 

He really just walked into that one, huh?

 

Literally.

 

Reality warped again. He was standing in a field of red flowers with no ground. Trees surrounded him, a forest of red and black and white. An ancient structure built out of brimstone was in the distance. Yet when he took a step, he was already there. 

 

Little white ghosts flew around. Five of them. Two of them were a deep red, outlined in black highlights. One of them had faded green eyes, almost yellow. It was hovering around with a ghost that looked dead, dull pink eyes set in two small little holes. Wherever the green eyed one went, the other followed. The other red one had pink eyes, and it looked like it sought comfort, all the way hidden in the corner locked in a cage like that. 

 

The last two floated together, though their eye holes were dark and empty. One of them was plain white, and the other was deep, black.

 

Like charcoal.

 

Only this was a different black than the others. There was no red highlights in this one. Just pure black darkness. It even had two little devil horns, curled and twisted like a goats. The black one looked at him, then looked at its sister. Even with no face, it looked like it wanted to help. The white one just floated there aimlessly, like it didn’t know what to do with itself. 

 

What a sad, honest depiction of his family.

 

Andrew sighed. 

 

He couldn’t change the past. Not that he wanted too, anyway.

 

Andrew walked past the two ghosts to where the sad little ghost form his sister was located, locked in that bird cage as it was. He willed it, and so his lockpicking tools materialized in his hands. The lock was too easy to break open.

 

Ashley’s ghost looked happy to see him. 

 

Andrew smiled.

 

He turned around and saw a wall of bloody flowers. The black horned ghost was all that remained. Though now it had two, glowing green eyes. It floated toward him, then slowly faded away. The other ghosts were nowhere to be seen. 

 

“If your intention is to be confusing as all fuck, then you’re doing a really good job at that.” Andrew called out to the entity. He knew that it was listening. “What’s the point of all this!? To make me see what I missed out on? Well, the past can’t be changed. What happened, happened. Ashley is the only family I have left, and I was the only family she ever had that actually cared about her. Mom abused her, Dad probably forgot she existed until I tied him up in that basement.”

 

He hung his head, laughing sadly as he shook his head.

 

“I’m all that Ashley has left. I can’t leave her. I won’t leave her. All I want to do is just be a big brother to her.”

 

His head hurt. 

 

“Sometimes, I thought about fucking her, yeah.”

 

His chest hurt. Something else throbbed.

 

“But after being forced to raise her for my whole life, and with the way that she just… is . Everything that we had to do to look after each other, and then the quarantine… Can you even blame me?”

 

Yes. No one ever told him to lust after his own sister.

 

“I had to be there for her!” He screamed into the black. “I had to give her something to live for!”

 

And now she lived for him.

 

“What the fuck else was I supposed to do!? Huh! TELL ME!”

 

And now he couldn’t live without her, either.

 

“IF YOU’RE SO DAMN SMART AND KNOW IT ALL, THEN TELL ME WHAT I SHOULD HAVE DONE!”

 

Andrew panted and fell to his knees. Blood splattered onto his face when he did. He looked down, seeing that he was literally waist deep in blood. Faces floated out of the pool of the essence of life. Faces, faces of everyone that he has killed. The Warden, the lady from 302, the Hitman, Mom, and Dad, the whore from next door. He reached for his cleaver to slash at… nothing, because the cleaver wasn’t there anymore.

 

The faces sank back into the blood all at once. 

 

Ashley slowly rose out of the blood. She was naked, blood leaking out of her nose, mouth, and eyes. Even from her nipples and every other hole she had on her body. Her pink eyes were bloodshot and glowing. Her choker was missing, replaced by an open throat.

 

His body moved without permission.

 

“N-No!” Andrew screamed in his own mind. “No, stop! I-I don’t want to…”

 

He wrapped his hands around her neck, his fingers digging deep into her open throat. He grabbed something, probably her tongue and all the other precious veins and arteries in her neck. He started to pull.

 

Ashley spat blood on his face. It felt icey cold. It felt like it was freezing on his skin.

 

“I loooove youuu,” This horrid form of Ashley said. “Myyy Deeeear Olllld Biiiiig Broootheeer.”

 

His body didn’t listen to him. 

 

Ashley’s head fell off her shoulders, and into his hands.

 

Then nothing.

 

Andrew blinked, and he saw a window with no seams open before him. Several more symbols of eyes appeared around it. A vision, a similar one from before.

 

A hand wrapped around his, Andrew turned to see who it was.

 

“Hey~!” Ashley greeted with a perfectly clean saccharine grin. “Fancy meeting you here. Looks like Cubey wants us to see- W-Wha?”

 

Andrew sighed into her hair as he hugged her tighter than he has ever done before. Even in that dreamscape, he could smell her hair. She always had a good scent, it made him feel comfortable. 

 

“I won’t leave you.” Andrew mumbled into her head.

 

“W-What’s the matter with you?” Ashley said, pushing away just a little so she could look at him. “We’re already hugging in the real world! Don’t tell me you’re so needy you need to do it here too.”

 

“No.” Andrew gave her a sad smile. “You have no idea, do you?”

 

“Idea of what?” Ashley blinked at him, confused.

 

“Don’t worry about it. It won’t happen.” Andrew wrapped his left arm around her shoulder. “Let’s see what Cubey wants to show us.”

 

/-/

 

Ashley!

 

Her brother was acting even weirder than before. Hugging her like that, then holding her close like this! It was unlike him, but she wasn’t complaining. They sat down together on a bed of blood flowers, the same ones that she needed to collect in order to get to this spot. Why did Cubey always feel the need to drop her off somewhere random where she needed to make flower bridges and solve puzzles in order to see a vision? It was so stupid! 

 

Poor Andy must have been waiting for ages!

 

He wrapped his left arm around her, and before the vision started, she could see the symbol of the entity on his palm. Or part of it, anyway.

 

Huh, looks like he was telling the truth before. She just thought he was being dramatic. Now that she saw it though, she wondered what kind of interest the entity had in him now. Did it want him all to itself!? Because if that was it, she didn’t care how immortal it might be! She’d kill the fuck out of it if it wanted to do something terrible to her Andy!

 

Probably not a good idea to think that while in its own dream world.

 

Sigh… Looks like she would just have to play along for now.

 

But oh no, she wouldn’t forget.

 

Light spilt out of the window of reality toward her and Andy. There, Ashley’s smile widened immensely upon seeing a water park. Only the water was replaced with blood, the pools were filled with body parts, and people were freaking out left, right, and center. While they? Well, they just ran alongside everyone else. Ashley was giggling while Andy had this contented look on his face. 

 

So, whatever they did to Julia and her bitch of a sister would happen at the waterpark. Good, good. The world should bear witness to her tasteful revenge!

 

The vision didn’t stop there, however. Ashley growled when she saw police lights flash all around her and Andy. He still had his bloody cleaver and she had her gun, all out of ammo. They were pinned down. 

 

Then, she was there.

 

“Ah!” Ashley yelped, covering a hole in her shoulder in a desperate attempt to stop the bleeding. “Motherfucker shot me!”

 

“Fuck!” Andy was stuck, he couldn’t do anything, he had brought a knife to a gun fight, after all. “Shit, shit, shit FUCK! Okay, listen,” He placed both his hands on her shoulders, and she looked up at him to listen. 

 

“Come out with your hands up! Or not, just give me a chance to fill you with holes! Fucking psychopaths…”

 

Not to that, preferably.

 

“I am going to run at them with the cleaver.” Andy said with a blood smile. He got shot too, right in the stomach. How he was even standing right now was a question in itself. His face was pale and his eyes were faded, almost yellow. 

 

He was already dying. 

 

“While I distract them, run away. Find the car and drive as far away as you can. Leave the state if you have to. Find somewhere to start over, somewhere where you can finally be whatever you want.” Andrew was pleading with her rather than telling her to do something. No, he was begging her. He had that pathetic look on his face that really told her how terrified he was. He knew he was going to die, and deep down, he didn’t want to die alone.

 

And she didn’t want to live without him.

 

So, it was a win-win to stay together.

 

“Silly stupid idiot.” Ashley cupped his face with two hands and kissed him on the lips. “I told you before, didn’t I? You stay with me, and I stay with you. Even if we die together.” She smiled a bloody smile. “‘Til death do us part! I love you, Andy.”

 

Andy looked at her with teary eyes. “I… I love you too, Leyley.”

 

Holding hands, Andy and Leyley stood up. Leyley stood atop her tippy toes, and Andy closed the distance for her. Their lips touched ever so gently. 

 

Then their heads exploded. Silencing them forever.
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Ashley’s eyes opened to see the ceiling of their motel. Her head was still resting on Andy’s chest. She felt his heartbeat, how fast it was moving, three, no four times a second. He was still asleep, but was about to wake up.

 

Andy sat up so abruptly that she was nearly thrown off the bed. Would have if she weren’t clinging on to him so tightly. He was sweating profusely, and was panting. He smelled really good while he was at it though. She broke away from him and let out a long yawn. 

 

“Well,” She started with a weary sigh. “That was a thing, huh, Andy?”

 

“No, no, it wasn’t just a thing, Ashley!” Andrew whirled on her and grabbed her by her neck. As he stood he picked her up with him. He was squeezing hard enough to make it almost hard to breathe without actually choking her. “We can’t go to the waterpark, we can’t do anything to Julia, or to anyone else for that matter! We’re done and we’re leaving!”

 

“Ack! Chill dude, why do you always go after my neck!?” She squirmed and wiggled her fingers into his in a desperate attempt to pry his fingers away. As much as she enjoyed being choked, she wasn’t in the particular mood for it right now. “Where would we even go? We don’t have enough money for shit!”

 

“ANYWHERE ELSE!” Andrew shook her and squeezed a little harder, causing her to gag. “I’m not going to let your murderous jealousy get us killed! I don’t want to die like that! I don’t want to die at all! I don’t want to die as him either!”

 

Him? Oh, he probably meant Andy. Even while being choked out, Ashley couldn’t help but roll her eyes. This again? Fuck, he was getting all dramatic and skittish again. She tried to tease him about it, but the fact that she couldn’t really breathe right now got in the way of that. 

 

Thankfully, once Andrew realized that she couldn’t breathe, he let her go. Ashley coughed and spat up spittle. Her head was light and dizzy. It took a few seconds for her to collect her bearings before looking up at him again. A few tears dribbled down her face from all the choking.

 

“We can do something different,” Ashley said through her panting. “We don’t even need to go to the waterpark, we can just find the bitches at wherever they’re staying and take care of them there.”

 

“Oh my fucking God, Ashley.” Andrew pinched the bridge of his nose. His sigh was heavy, more like a growl. He glared at her, a dark expression on his face. There was something going on in that messed up head of his, she knew. 

 

But for once, she couldn’t really blame him. She was a little freaked out by it too. Dying didn’t seem fun, nor interesting to her. 

 

“Are you really willing to die just to get back at one of my exes?” He asked, clear frustration on his face. “Is her being torn apart really what you need to be happy? Can’t we do anything else? Can’t I do anything else? Why are you never satisfied?”

 

“Hm, lemme think.” Ashley placed a hand on her chin. Andrew might have thought she was mocking him, but she was actually thinking, promise! “Well, I guess I don’t need her to die a painful death.” She admitted. Andrew let out a sigh of relief. “But I do really want her to be dead.” And just like that, he was glaring at her again. “But wait, I’m not finished! I don’t really want to die either, and there is something else that makes me happy. Something else that would make me happy, too.” 

 

She touched a finger to her lips and puckered up.

 

Andrew face palmed.

 

“Fucking God, Ashley…” 

 

“What?” She crossed her arms indignantly. “It’s going to happen anyway! So what’s the point in even holding back? I wouldn’t mind giving my first kiss to you. And besides, its not like I’m asking for a fuck anyway.”

 

“Why are you so adamant on this?” Andrew asked. “I’m your brother.”

 

“The other vision-”

 

“I know what the other vision showed us, Ashley!” Andrew snapped at her. “I was there! I saw us in a bed together post fuck. Yes, I know it happened, I know it might happen, and you and I both know that we have unhealthy thoughts about each other.”

 

“Ah, so you admit it.” Ashley grinned. “You do like my fantabulistic titts.”

 

“That’s not even a word.” Andrew groaned. “But whatever, sure. Like there’s even a point in hiding it, since you’ve been trying to seduce me for the past few days.”

 

Ashley shrugged her shoulders. She didn’t really care, why would she? If it was Andy, she’d give him every first time she could possibly give. It wasn’t like she ever had any interest in anyone else. Andy was always the only one for her, the only one that could be worthy of her. 

 

“But I don’t want to.” Andrew steadfastly declared. Or lied. Probably lied, she thought. “I won’t ever leave you, and I won’t be with anyone else. But I can’t go that far with you. I just want to be your big brother.”

 

Ashley ignored his declaration. Her own impatience is getting the better of her. She leaned toward him, her hands cupping his face. Despite the words he just said, his face did get a little red from being so close to her. 

 

“Just once?” Ashley said, letting her breath wash over Andy's face. “Just to get a feel for it? See if sparks fly?”

 

“Ashley…” Andrew’s eyes tried to look away, but she was so close that he couldn’t look at anything else other than her. 

 

“C’mon, one little kiss won’t hurt.” She egged him on. She knew those taboo thoughts were within him, she just needed to drag it out.

 

Kicking and screaming if she had too.

 

“Visions are one thing, reality is another. I want to see if the chemistry we have is real, and if it isn’t all jokes.”

 

“If I give you one thing, you’ll keep demanding for more.” Andrew accused.

 

And he was right, of course. 

 

Ashley shrugged her shoulders.

 

“Maybe.” Ashley said shamelessly. This was getting his mind off the vision, too. So this was just a win-win. Her first kiss with her favorite big brother, and she gets to kill his bitch of an ex-girlfriend. “But we won’t know until it happens, no will we? I could just as easily be as disgusted as you are. Or well, at least as much as you pretend to be.”

 

Andrew’s eyes closed. 

 

“Fuck. Fine.” Ashley’s heart skipped a beat, now she was actually getting nervous. It was one thing to play and tease, it was another to actually do. “Just this once. Then that’s it, don’t go bitching at me for-”

 

She didn’t let him finish. She smushed her lips against his and let them sit there for a few seconds. Before she could deepen it, Andrew threw her off of him. 

 

Ashley didn’t care though, she was starry eyed. One of her hands touched her lips, and she felt so giddy she could cry!

 

“G-Goddammit, Ashley.” Andrew said as he stepped away from her and the bed. “You really are the fucking scourge of my life.

 

“Hehe~” Ashley giggled.

 

He could play tough all he wanted. But she certainly felt those sparks fly~.
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Andrew!

 

He went and locked himself in the bathroom. He turned on the sink and washed his face, and his mouth, with soap and water. The soap tasted gross, as it should. But despite that, he couldn’t help but smile as the sensation of nausea curled up in the back of his throat.

 

Andrew felt gross! He felt repulsed! He felt like he was about to throw up stomach acid into the toilet, and there was no better feeling in the world! Better yet, he didn’t feel himself get that hard either!

 

He didn’t think he was completely over her, but after that kiss, he knew for certain that his body was becoming more attuned with his mind. The lust he had for his sister before was getting weaker. But, that didn’t mean he could let her continue to play her games. He didn’t know how many of those kisses he could endure before he started having worse unhealthy thoughts for Ashley again. However, at least he now knew that what he was doing was working. It had only been a few days, and it wasn’t perfect, but it was progress .

 

Ashley’s future vision and him peering into the past also confirmed something for him. Loving his sister too much would lead to their death. Being completely without her was, well, pretty much out of the picture. Even if he went back into the room and killed her right then and there, where would he be? Right in the same spot, only he’d be alone. For his own mental health - what remained of it, anyway - he needed to have a companion with him. Ashley wasn’t the best companion to have, he’d be the first to admit, but she was his little sister, and he had the undying urge to be her protector. He could be content with that for the rest of his life. It was probably impossible to fix her, but he could control and mediate her urges, at least. On the other side of the coin. Her, without him? 

 

He couldn’t imagine a world where Ashley could be without him. As much as she liked to claim he was the clingy messed up one, he didn’t think she realized just how much she relied on him. Her entire life, her brain has become wired to be dependent on him. He was the only one that was ever patient enough to deal with her. 

 

Their dead mom’s soul may have been right, he might have had a chance if he just neglected Ashley right alongside the rest of their family. But just like he screamed into the void, it was just too late for that. The past couldn’t be changed. 

 

But the future can be.

 

Attacking Julia at the waterpark was a no go, clearly. Going there meant death, and he very much preferred to live. Which meant he only had three options: 

 

1. Try to convince Ashley to let go of her grudge.

 

2. Let her kill Julia somewhere more private and hide the evidence as usual.

 

 

#!@#%. Kill Ashley and sacrifice her soul.

 

 

Andrew blinked. Where the fuck did that come from? He definitely didn’t think it of his own volition. Curiously, he looked down at the symbol on his hand. The eye was glowing even more vibrantly now, and throbbing along in sync with his heart. 

 

Did it evolve every time he and Ashley had a vision? If that were the case, then maybe it was time to start cutting down on the whole demonic ritual thing they’ve got going on. Cubey- “Goddammit, now she’s got me saying it too.” said it himself, the only way for it to enter the human world was to be summoned. If they just didn’t summon it, and therefore never recharged Ashley’s talisman, then it wouldn’t be able to bother them again.

 

“Can’t believe I didn’t stop her earlier. Of course summoning a demon was never going to work out. They aren’t exactly the most reliable sort to make deals with.”  

 

They had their fun. Perhaps it was time too-

 

Andrew blinked his eyes, his head felt weird.

 

The symbol on his hand pulsed. The eye dimmed down a tier, and it started throbbed slower.

 

Perhaps they should sacrifice Julia to Cubey, yeah, that sounded like a better idea. Better yet, they should sacrifice both her and her sister instead. Wouldn’t want to upset a demon, that didn’t sound like a good idea. What was he thinking?

 

Andrew finished washing his face, and went to tell Ashley what they’re next move was going to be. The clerk in charge of the motel was going to notice that one of their rooms was taken without the key even being given to them. It was time to get out of there anyway.

 

“Hey Ashley,” He patted her head, enjoying the way she preened happily at his affectionate touch. “I have an idea that is sure to make you happy. But first, let’s get in the car.”

 

“Oooh~ I like your good ideas! But, what about breakfast?” 

 

“Finish making it and then come with me. We'll eat it in the car.” Andrew said with an all too confident smile. “But I’ll spoil the surprise for you since you’re being slow. Looks like we’re going to be killing Julia after all.”
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Chapter Text
Andrew!

 

Andrew’s hands clenched around the steering wheel. His eyes were open, but he couldn’t see too well. His ears worked, and all they could hear was the sound of Ashley’s eager and happy chewing as she ate the food that she had prepared for them just a few moments ago. In his head, Andrew knew that they needed to move, and find a new motel to stay in. He remembered what he said too, declaring that they would go after Julia and kill her. But even as he agreed with his own mind, why did his head hurt so much? The palm with the symbol of the entity was throbbing too. Ashley was thankfully quiet as he drove them down the roads, to a new motel that was on the other side of town. Though, that was more likely because he had been doing everything that she wanted to do, and as a result she was on her best behavior in her messed up way of showing appreciation. Even then, Andrew couldn’t help but become stuck in an endless train of thought inside the confused regions of his mind.

 

Kill Julia, something so mundane, yet sounded so stupid to say out loud. Was that seriously what he said he’d do for Ashley, even after seeing that terrifying vision of them getting shot down by the police!? Things weren’t adding up. When he was in the bathroom, Andrew didn’t think anything was wrong, but the more he thought about it, the more things just didn’t make sense. 

 

This was dumb, his thoughts kept repeating. 

 

This is pointless . He told himself. 

 

This is right. Yet at the same time, his mind also said otherwise, contradicting itself on two separate fronts.

 

“Why am I doing this again? Why am I going out of my way to do this stupid shit?”

 

He knew why. Ashley was jealous of Julia. Julia was the longest relationship he had ever been able to hold. They were together for five years before she broke up with him over the phone. Making them high school sweethearts. Across those five years, Ashley slowly ramped up the amount of times she suddenly needed him. Whether it be because of nightmares or thinly veiled threats to commit suicide. He knew better now, of course, and he didn’t care much about her lies because of how deep in shit they were already in. They killed their parents, what were a few past lies compared to murder and cannibalism?

 

“Ugh…” Andrew rubbed his temples with one hand as he pulled the car into a parking space. Down the road from their next motel which he read from a newspaper was closing down soon, so the owner was giving away rooms for rent, granted they could hand up cash up front. Thankfully they had mom and dad looking after them with insurance fraud money.

 

“Hm? What’s wrong?” Ashley asked. “Are we there yet?”

 

“No.” Andrew said. “I just… need a minute. My head hurts.”

 

“Are you finally having that mental breakdown? Because if you are, can you at least do it when we are in the motel? This car seat is making my butt feel sticky.” Ashley teased, lightly jabbing him in the shoulder. 

 

“It’s not that.” Andrew explained, rolling his eyes to her shitty taunt. “It’s just… have you ever had a moment where you were dead set on something, like you were sure you wouldn’t change your mind, and then in the next moment you suddenly change your mind like it was never an argument at all?”

 

“Nope.” Ashley sipped at her drink and shook her head. “Doesn’t seem normal to me.”

 

“Exactly.” Andrew leaned back in the driver's seat and sighed loudly. “Doesn’t make any fucking sense. I’m thinking it might have to do with all these rituals, it’s been messing with my head, I think.”

 

“Why your head?” 

 

“Like always, you’re confusing me.” 

 

“No, idiot,” Ashley scoffed. “I mean, why would it mess with your head? I’m the one who’s been summoning it this whole time. If it was going to mess with anyone's head, it should be me.” Andrew somehow doubted that, he didn’t think there was anything left to mess up in his sister’s head in the first place. 

 

“It’s not like the study of demons that is a common practice, Leyley,” He flicked her forehead, earning a middle finger and a threat to his life if he did that again. “We can’t just assume summoning it once or twice wouldn’t have any effect whatsoever on the summoner or those that perceive it. I mean, besides us, everyone else who has seen it before is dead.”

 

“You’re overthinking it.” Ashley patted his shoulder pityingly. The fact that she was taking this so lightly was yet another testament to how fucked she would have been a long time ago if he hadn’t been with her this whole time. Sheesh, she really was hopeless. “Like you overthink everything. The dead ones are dead because we offered their souls to Cubey. You big baby, the big bad demon cube isn’t coming after you. I mean, even if it was, do you really think it would wait this long to do anything?”

 

“I would assume demon’s embody all of humanity's sins, like how angels are said to embody humanity's virtues.” He explained. “In that case, then demon’s are want for scheming and sadism, along with greed, and all the other deadly sins.”

 

“Oh, you think we should try summoning an angel instead?” Ashley pondered out loud. “Maybe we can offer up our sins and be purified in the eyes of God!”

 

“Pft, sure, like any angel worth their salt would take one look at your tar soul and decide that you need saving.” Andrew scoffed. “Things are more likely to smite us on the spot. Without it being said that we have no idea how and if they could be summoned in the first place. And I highly doubt that it would be through an even remotely similar way.” 

 

Somehow, the existence of demons did imply the existence of angels as well. He was never ever a religious person, and neither were his parents, and definitely not his little sister. Ironically enough, he seemed to be getting entangled a lot in that sort of stuff now. 

 

“So no, I don’t think becoming ash is a good idea. I’d rather take my chances with the devil.”

 

“Yeah, that would be too romantic, wouldn’t it?” Ashley laughed. “Andy and Leyley, standing before an angel begging forgiveness for all our naughty sins! But alas! The angel sees our tar and charred souls! We are then smitten on the spot, nothing of our bodies remaining but a thin pile of ash, floating into the wind, never to be seen again.” She started giggling to herself while he rolled his eyes. “C’mon, Andy, like that’ll ever happen. But if you ever want to try to get our sins forgiven we could always turn to christianity and become monks. I think I could rock a nun’s robes, don’t you think?”

 

“You, as a nun?”

 

“What!? I’d be a beautiful nun!”

 

“It really wouldn’t suit you.” 

 

“And why is that!?”

 

“Oh, I don’t know, maybe because of the fact that you are a crazy psycho?”

 

“Yeah, like you don’t have your own fair share of craziness.” Ashley huffed. “You keep saying I’m the messed up one, but unlike you, I actually have emotions.”

 

“Now that is some crazy talk. I totally have emotions.” He was the only one to ever branch out socially enough to hold relationships outside of the family, he didn’t say.

 

Andrew sighed in his head as the familiar back and forth with his sister began. It started and ended like it always did. With Ashley snapping at him about something, he teases her and sarcastically apologizes while complimenting her every trait, only for her to follow the rhythm and keep it going until he gets so distracted with her he forgot what was annoying him in the first place. But this time, he didn’t forget. The marked symbol on his hand couldn’t be forgotten. He kept stealing a glance at it as he continued driving. 

 

Their new motel wasn’t that far now, and pretty soon he knew Ashley was going to start bugging him with ways to find Julia and the place she is staying at for now. Andrew wracked his own mind about that. He had a chance encounter with her at the gas station yesterday, and thanks to the vision he knew that she planned to go to a waterpark, probably with her sister too. 

 

Actually going to the waterpark was out of the question since they apparently die there after doing whatever they did to violently end all sorts of lives. So if he really wanted to go through with this, the most comfortable method for him would be finding where they live, and potentially re-enact what they did with their parents to them. The motel that he was pulling into now was one that was advertised to be close to the waterpark in the area. He remembered going to the water park once upon a time with his father, and he remembered it being a depressing experience. His father wasn’t excited about it at all, and in all honesty he wasn’t all that happy about it either. In the end, they went home completely dry, with bellies only half full with sweets. 

 

He supposed a normal person would be thrilled to go there though. 

 

Andrew hurried to get a room from the person running the building. It was an older woman with droopy wrinkly skin. She was missing all her teeth except for one, and her thick glasses held the gaze of disturbingly dilated eyes. Despite her dilapidated exterior, she was easy going when it came to taking cash up front and didn’t give them any problems. He paid her off to let him and Ashley stay there for a week, and with a pleased grunt, she forked over the keys. She made a comment about him and Ashley looking like the perfect image of a couple, to which Ashley was of course delighted to hear. Great, another thing for her to bug him about. Andrew did his best to ignore the way she looked at him as they made their way up the stairs to their new room.

 

The motel room was pretty barren. The kitchen cupboards didn’t even have doors or latches on them. The fridge was tiny, and the bathroom didn’t look like it had been cleaned by the prior attendant. At least it wasn’t occupied, that way he wouldn’t have to go desecrate and hide another body. There was a TV and a couch as well, which made it all the better. What he noticed last was Ashley jumping onto the singular full-sized bed that resided in the corner of the room. She bounced and rolled onto her back, hanging her head upside down to look at him over the edge of the bed.

 

Of which there was only one.

 

“Looks like we’re sharing a bed again.” Ashley mused. “Chose this one on purpose, did you?”

 

“Oh yes,” Andrew sarcastically replied as he fell onto the couch and reached for the remote to turn on the news. “Because of course I know where the single bed rooms are in a motel I’ve never been to before.”

 

“Maybe you just subconsciously knew.”

 

“Or maybe the stupid old bitch assumed we were dating.” Andrew remarked. “Which we are not!” He exclaimed the next instant when he saw the way Ashley lit up. Despite his loud declaration, she still puckered her lips at him and giggled.

 

Not falling for her next trap, Andrew stepped toward the couch and took a seat, tearing his eyes away from his impish sister. He dragged himself through a few boring channels with advertisements for literal toxic drinks and commercials showcasing other vile products before he settled on a news channel. He sat there for a long while, he didn’t really keep track of time, flicking back and forth through a few news channels to try and see if there were any news about the sudden disappearance of the Graves family.

 

Or well, the Graves couple, rather. Since Mom and Dad probably sold their organs while they were still inside of their bodies. 

 

His eyes started slowly blinking after another bout of not finding any news about them. Which he started to suspect was odd. Their old apartment building burning down was a good cover up for their escapades and murders done there, but the home of Mom and Dad was still standing. Surely they had friends, co-workers, and bosses who would be wondering where they have been by now. It has been a few weeks since he and Ashley left that place. Or was he just that good at covering his tracks? He and Ashley were supposed to be dead anyway, maybe no one would even suspect they could have had something to do with it. Mom was ready to sell all of his old college textbooks to a friend, after all. 

 

To the world, it was like they didn’t even exist anymore.

 

The thought of that somehow calmed him, and his eyes began to droop closed. He fell asleep sitting up, but his nap didn’t last long. Andrew soon felt two hands clasp gently around his shoulders, usually he wasn’t so easily woken up, but he had been more on alert lately, especially since the Hitman tried to kill them earlier.

 

These hands could only belong to one person. Andrew opened his eyes and looked up and behind him, staring into two pink elated eyes.

 

“You should rest for a while, I think.” Ashley said, massaging his shoulders. 

 

“I was already doing that.” Andrew pointed out.

 

Ashley ignored him like she usually did. “I am going to go out for a bit.”

 

Andrew instantly raised an eyebrow at her, his suspicion drawn all over his face. 

 

“What are you going to do? He asked in an accusatory tone.

 

“I’m going to go for a walk!” She adamantly replied, her expression the perfect picture of innocence. 

 

“On your own? No.” Andrew shook his head. “You’re going to get yourself, and by extension me, caught if I leave you alone for more than ten minutes.”

 

Ashley sighed heavily. “Okay fine , I’m not actually going for a walk.”

 

“Yes, I knew that. You never go for walks, the only walks you ever went on were with me after Mom kicked us out for a few hours.” After being reminded of yet another ugly memory, Ashley scowled at him, and finally became honest.

 

“I am going to go on a… scouting mission.” Ashley slowly said, her voice boiling up to sounding like… a request for permission? Andrew could hardly believe his eyes, and his ears. Ashley was actually slowly building up the courage to ask him for permission to do something instead of just doing it, like a proper little sister. The last time she did this was when… 

 

Right, this was Leyley he was talking about. She never listened to him before.

 

“You want to go find Julia.” Andrew assumed. 

 

“Not to do anything to her.” Ashley assured him. He didn’t believe her. The hate that she had for Julia was on par with the same hate that she had for their Mom. “I just want to find out where they live. We don’t know how long their little vacation here is going to last, after all. We wouldn’t want to miss them, now do we?”

 

“Give me some time to recuperate, and I’ll come with you.” 

 

“No, no, no,” Ashley pushed him back down as he tried to get up. She moved around the couch and sat in his lap, making sure it’d be harder for him to get up. An odd way to keep him down, but whatever. “I trusted you to make the big boy decisions while I was gone to go get mom’s money, that means you have to trust me with this!”

 

“You are not making a good argument here.” Andrew said. “I can actually be trusted to keep a level head when put on the spot. You’re more likely to snap and waste the rest of our bullets on Julia if she so much as flinches in your vague direction.”

 

“Ugh! You’re such an overthinker! Just fucking trust me, will you?” Ashley crossed her arms and pouted, annoyance written all over her body language. “Do I have to say please? Maybe get on my hands and knees, hm~? Would you like that?”

 

“Straight to seduction instead of crocodile tears to get what you want now?” Andrew chuckled, then shook his head. He was about to deny her, but he didn’t feel like starting a fight. Instead, he got an idea, an idea that may be able to satisfy that more sane part of his mind telling him that this was all pointless. “Promise me you won’t do anything stupid, and don’t get caught. This’ll be your test. If you can’t keep yourself hidden, then we aren’t doing this anymore.”

 

“Whaaaat!?” Ashley stood up in a fit of shock. “You’d do that to me!? Your one and only adorable little sister!? The one person who has been with you all this time, and never so much as even let a fly hurt you while I was there to stop it??”

 

“Try me.” Andrew knew how to play this game. “Or if you’re too much of a coward, I can always handle it. Since, y’know, I handle everything when it comes to this stuff.”

 

Ashley narrowed her eyes at him. Advantage

 

Then, she smiled deviously. Check.

 

“Alright, how ‘bout we make a bet?” Ashley proposed, sitting down next to him.

 

“Bets with you are like making deals with devils.” Andrew pointed out.

 

“Well, we already made a deal with Cubey, didn’t we?”

 

“Huh… Fair point.” Andrew agreed with her for once. “Fine then, if you get caught then we drive off into the sunset and leave this part of the world forever, like I had originally planned. But if you don’t get caught…” Andrew paused to think of something. What would get Ashley to go for such a risky deal? It didn’t take long to figure it out, and it made him nervous to even offer it, but he had faith in Ashley to muck this up. “If you don’t get caught… I’ll do whatever you say for one day.”

 

Ashley’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree.

 

Checkmate.

 

/-/

 

Julia!

 

Julia was crying in the shower. Little pools of blood gathered around the drain and her feet as she hugged her cut arms to her body. A bloody dull razor laid discarded in the corner of the bathtub, and she muffled her sobs in accordance with the flow of the water coming from the shower head. She dared to open her eyes and look down at herself, at the many dozens of tiny little cut marks that layered her arms. The fresh ones looked at her, mocked her, and she cried harder as she clenched her eyes shut and curled up on herself.

 

“Worthless. Useless. Coward.” Her mind kept shouting at her in a voice so loud it clouded everything her sister tried to teach her to help her deal with her depression. The truth was, none of it ever worked. She always relapsed like this, even if she was doing well after her break up with Andrew. 

 

“Andrew…” Her mind focused on that one concept. The one topic that has been so sensitive to her lately. She missed him, truly. In spite of it all, he was a good, warm person to be around. He made her feel safe, happy, and secure when they were together. The sadness wasn’t gone, but it was dulled to the point where she longed for him when he was gone. 

 

Their impromptu meeting at the gas station brought up all sorts of memories for her. Seeing him again, especially after she thought he had died, broke the dam that was her will, holding back all the emotions she had gotten so used to holding back with all these years of practice. His harsh words were burned into her mind, his truthful, yet so painful, words. He sounded so bored talking to her, like she was just a bump in the road now. Maybe she deserved that, maybe she really didn’t try hard enough to make it work. Her older sister, Judy, kept assuring her that none of this was her fault, that she made the right choice in confronting him about… about her .

 

Even thinking about her made her chest feel tight and her eyes sting with tears. All those voicemails she sent, she had to go through them all in desperate hopes of finding Andrew’s messages. How could she be so cruel!?? Andrew told her that it was because she was so messed up in the head after what happened to Nina, but there had to be more to that.

 

She supposed that there was no point in thinking about that now. She had ended things, and he rejected her when she tried to connect with him again. Even when he was living out on the streets surviving off of gas station food and taking care of that little devilish sister of his all by himself, abandoned by all of his other friends and family, he still didn’t want anything to do with her.

 

It hurt, it hurt so much more than she had let on to Judy. She even broke her promise to never cut herself again, but the physical pain made it so much easier to bear this weight on her head. Judy would be so mad at her, but she was too tired and sad to care. All Julia wanted to do was curl up into a ball and cry, and hope that the pain from the little slits on her arms would be enough to distract her from the hands of that girl from stealing the rest of her sanity away.

 

Despite her best efforts, she still remembered some of those voicemails. No matter how badly she wanted to skip along, trying to find a hint of Andrew’s voice, she always caught a few hurtful words.

 

“You’re not so special! You’re just another hole, he’s got loooot’s of floozies just like you!”

 

“Hey Julia~ Me again, I told you to fuck off! Stop calling here, or the next time you call I’ll-”

 

“Listen here you little slut, you’re not special just because you can fuck him and I can’t! Just remember, when Andy~ is all sad and lonely, he doesn’t call you! He comes to ME!”

 

“I am the one and only, I am the truth.”

 

“So just hurry up and kill yourself already, slit your wrists down the middle and do it proper this time. Little attention seeking whore! And be sure to say hi to your dead friend when you go down to hell~!”

 

“BwAhAhAHahAHaha I can imagine your face when she tells you all about her short life!”

 

Julia shook her head desperately. Trying to rid her voice from her mind. Judy always told her that manipulative girls like her sank their fangs into you by harassment, but crap, it was already too late. Every time she even looked at a phone she thought about her. Her cruel teasing and taunting, her dark encouragement for her to kill herself. There was only that transparent little spark in the back of her mind that warned her voice off.

 

“Hey Julia,” Andrew’s voice from one of his few voice mails out of the ocean of bad ones finally leaked through. “Sorry I am calling so late today that I missed your call, I slept pretty much all day. It’s getting harder and harder to stay awake long enough for the time we agree on for us to talk. Maybe we should find a new one?” 

 

That was it, so short but sweet. Such a contrast to the harassing venom dripping words of his sister. She hung onto those few messages he sent whenever she was able to find them, while desperately trying to delete the ones his sister sent. 

 

Eventually, she snapped, and followed her sister's advice in breaking up with him. Though she never said it outright, she just said that she was done listening to Ashley’s harassment and said that if he wasn’t going to stop her then she was going to be done with them in general. Of course, she knew what happened next. Andrew, in all his sweetness, could be as dense as a rock at times and just assumed that was her breaking up with him. She didn’t know why she was so hurt by that, or why she was so hung up on him in the first place.

 

It wasn’t like he was the only person who paid attention to her, the lonely girl who sat alone in the back of the class. With sleeves so high up in the summer it was obvious she was hiding something. It wasn’t like he continued talking to her, saying sweet things to her when no one else bothered to even look at her. It wasn’t like he was her first date or anything, or her first kiss, or her first time. 

 

Judy wouldn’t understand something like that. She always had everything, she had the looks, the boys, and the intelligence, and the money and support from Mom and Dad and knew exactly what she wanted to do with her life. Whereas she? She was lucky to get whatever scraps she left behind, Andrew was the only somewhat good thing that happened to her, and even that is gone now.

 

Julia finally cried so much that her eyes just dried up. The hot water from the shower felt ice cold now, and the cuts on her skin were dry and painful as they sucked in icy cold water. Using the towel to dry herself hurt, and even putting on her clothes hurt. The little cuts were unforgiving, moving her arms made her skin move and shift, and it felt uncomfortable. 

 

She was used to this feeling, though, it was nothing new. Julia went back into her shared room and found Judy sleeping. Was it still night? Julia thought it was morning, or did she sleep the day away again? A bad habit she had, whenever she felt sad and depressed, she usually just slept it all away. It came with consequences, however, since now she had to stay up all night again and pretend she slept when Judy woke up.

 

The tiny spark of jealousy she had for her older sister fell away when she remembered why they were in this hotel room to begin with. They were here for the waterpark, a whole week off to themselves. After everything that happened in their old town, after Andrew’s apartment building burned down… Her sister thought it was a good idea to take her on a vacation to the waterpark to distract her from all the bad stuff in the world. She hadn’t been to the waterpark since she was twelve, but she did really appreciate the effort. It showed that she cared.

 

Julia looked at Judy’s sleeping form with her tear stained face and a sad smile. 

 

“Sorry for being so sad all the time…” She said softly, so softly she knew her sister wouldn’t even be stirred. She wanted to say more, but sighed instead, also softly. Apologizing would only make her sister make her repeat that she didn’t need to be sorry for anything. 

 

Julia started to get a headache. She wanted to go get some fresh air now. The hotel was pretty big, so there was plenty to see. The area was also pretty safe too, so she could go outside if she wanted and not have to worry about any creeps. 

 

She already had her shirt on, and grabbed her favorite black sleeves to go with it. She only brought the one pair with her, so there wasn’t much in the way of options. She then threw on a pair of gray jeans which hugged her body comfortably. She thought of putting on some shoes but thought against it and put on some sandals instead. She wasn’t going to be out for long anyway.

 

Stepping into the hallway she made her way to an elevator and descended down to the ground floor. She made sure she had her hotel key with her before leaving the building, and just started to walk.

 

Julia didn’t really know where she intended to go, so she just started walking around the block a few times. The cool night air felt good against her skin, and it soothed her new cuts a little through her sleeves too. She liked the way the stars looked at this time of night. She could find the big and little dipper. Looking at them made her smile, but then she got sad as she remembered her first date with Andrew.

 

He took her to go see a drive-in movie, without a car of course. He snuck them to a side of the fence where no one was looking and helped her over, and they sat on a bale of hay and watched four movies while laughing and giggling to each other while the starry night loomed above them. 

 

Julia sighed, she really was useless after all. She didn’t know what her sister saw in her. She seemed to think there was hope for her, though, and Julia liked to believe that there was. Maybe that was why she kept going on.

 

For her sister at least, she would keep going on. Mom and Dad were good, but Judy was always there for her when she needed her. She loved her for it, so the least she can do is at least try to be happy from time to time.

 

Satisfied with the results of her walk, Julia started making her way back to the hotel. The little clap and slap sounds her sandals made was funny to listen to and gave her a chuckle. When she looked up, she saw someone in the distance on the other side of the sidewalk, making her way toward her. 

 

“Huh?” Julia squinted her eyes, did that figure seem familiar? Fear subconsciously gripped the corners of her heart and Julia squirmed to an alley, hiding behind it. There was no mistaking those pink eyes, it had to be her. Why was it her of all people!?

 

Julia hid behind the alley and waited for a minute. After some tense silence, she slowly poked her head out from around the corner…

 

And saw nothing. 

 

Sighing out of relief, Julia scurried out from behind the alley.

 

“So stupid… she can’t be here of all places, Andrew isn’t even near this place…” Even as she said it, she didn’t sound too convinced. 

 

She made her way back to the hotel at a quickened pace. Just wanting to go back to the room and fall into bed and do her best to sleep the rest of the night away. She didn’t even say hi to the guy at the desk as she practically jogged back to the elevator, pressing the button that would take her to her floor before mashing the button to close the doors.

 

Just as they were about to close, a hand stabbed between the doors.

 

Julia let out a raspy shriek as the doors slowly opened to reveal her living, breathing, phobia.

 

Ashley hummed a happy tune as she sauntered into the elevator, pressing every single button on the panel before letting the doors close behind her. Julia cowered in the corner of the elevator, staring at Ashley like she was some sort of predator. She stared for so long that she realized that she forgot to breathe.

 

“Hi~.” Ashley greeted her like she hasn’t told her to kill herself a hundred times over. “Long time no see Julia~,” She said her name like a snake. 

 

“B-B-Bwuh?” Julia stuttered.

 

“So happy to see me, you’re at a loss for words?” Ashley asked, laughing. Julia stared at the number ticking by on the elevator, they were already passed her floor. She was so frozen in fear, she didn’t even realize that the doors opened and closed again automatically. 

 

“W-What do you want?” Julia finally found the courage to ask.

 

“To see you, of course~!” Ashley cheered, stepping forward and grabbing her hands. She felt something get shoved into her palms. Julia’s hands were limp and cold at Ashley’s deathly touch. “I heard you were in town with your sister, so I wanted to get a good look at you. Andrew told me about your sweet little reunion at the gas station.” She chuckled, showing just what she thought about that. 

 

“Poor, whittle, Julia, were your feelings hurt?” Ashley leaned over her and poked her cheek. She burst out laughing when Julia felt her bottom touch the floor. “Of course they were, now you know you’re nothing . I’m all he has left now,” Julia whimpered when she felt Ashley’s hand grip her face. “AND THAT’S HOW IT SHOULD HAVE BEEN FOREVER!” She shouted into her face, saliva splattering on her cheeks as Julia scrunched her eyes shut and hoped this was some kind of nightmare.

 

“So why does he want to see you again, hm? It doesn’t make any sense!” Ashley exclaimed.

 

“W-What?” Julia’s mind made a one-eighty.

 

“Oh, that’s got your attention, did it?” Ashley huffed and crossed her arms. “I don’t know what he sees in you, but maybe he wants to use your disgusting hole one more time, I don’t know.” 

 

Ashley crouched down to meet her level, her taunting little smirk returned. She reached over and brushed some of her hair over her ear, revealing more of her freckled, terrified, face. She looked pleased seeing how scared she was. 

 

“Make sure to keep his dick warm for me then, since I’ll be next.”

 

Julia sat in the elevator for what felt like an extra hour even after Ashley left. That scrunched piece of paper burned a hole in her hand, her mind was relapsing all over again. Every little bad ugly thing Ashley did to her resurfacing after all those years of torment. But her perhaps morbid curiosity got the better of her, and she opened up the piece of paper to see what it read. 

 

“At the motel by the waterpark, in room 204. Let’s talk, tomorrow night.

 

 

- Andrew

 

 

She began to sob again, not knowing how to feel about that message at all. It was written in Andrew’s handwriting, but she witnessed long ago that Ashley learned how to forge his handwriting to trick her into going to weird places by herself. This had to be the same thing, right? This had to be some kind of trick?

 

But if she didn’t go, what would she do next? Even though she wasn’t with Andrew anymore, Ashley still seemed keen on destroying her psyche and making her life hell. 

 

Damned if she did, and damned if she didn’t. Somehow, the demoness was able to find her, no matter where she went. 

 

Julia got up, and made her way back to her room. Folding and placing the piece of paper into her pocket as she did.




Chapter 5: My Own Worst Enemy
Notes:
Here we are again. During the week I decided that yeah, there's nothing really stopping me from going and writing multiple endings for this story. It really wouldn't be too much added work. Just an extra few chapters just consisting of what those endings would be. So yeah, we all have that to look forward too!

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
And ___ y!

 

Why am I dreaming about this?

 

Andrew reckoned that the ability to realize that one-self is in a dream was a special trait. This wasn’t a dream granted to him by the demon cube, this was one he conjured up all by himself. Ashley once told him that he had an annoyingly good memory, photographic, even. Perhaps that was the case, because he knew exactly where he was and when he was at this point in time. He was in freshman year of high school on his first day. The first time that he and Ashley were going to be separated into different schools. He remembered that Ashley hated that they were going to be split away from each other, since in every free period - and between every class Ashley didn’t care to try in and skipped - she would spend all of her time with him, and absolutely refused to make any friends. She always told him that after N_na, she didn’t believe in friends anymore, and viewed them as a waste of time. Despite the fact that there were definitely people who liked her enough to call her their friend, no matter how Ashley she was.

 

There a young sixteen year old Andy stood at the entrance to the classroom. The town was shitty, and the school reflected that in each and every one of its little gremlin children. Little Andy looked around the classroom, only slightly nervous, the beginnings of his nervous habit of biting his finger starting as a nibble. Andy looked around, finding that many of the seats were open. He really didn’t feel like sitting next to anyone too loud, since he always had to deal with one loud child every time he went home. Someone that was shy and quiet would do. 

 

That was when Andy spotted her. A young freckled girl, perfectly shy and quiet, wearing a thick puffy turtle neck with sleeves so high it covered her hands, hiding away in the corner of the classroom isolated from the rest of the class. She stared at the top of her desk with her notebook on top of it, and was scribbling away trying to pretend that there was no one else around her.

 

Wow, what a loser, she must not have many friends.

 

That was what Andy thought at the time, at least. 

 

Andrew watched as Andy made his way across the classroom, ignoring many of the friends who had claimed to be his friend back in middle school, and chose the one seat that was next to that lonely girl with freckles dotting all over her nose and cheeks. She seemed surprised that he chose to sit next to her of all people. Andy spared a glance at her and saw the pink dusting across her cheeks. His glance turned into a stare, as he looked her up and down. It was a habit of his that many have called creepy, he always tended to stare at people for too long, but this time, the girl he had his eyes on didn’t call him out or anything of the sort. She just stared back at him, the pink dusting across her cheeks turning into a red flush as she struggled to maintain eye contact with him.

 

“Ah,” Andy smiled at her. He decided that she was pretty. He liked her freckles, and her round, soft face reminded him of his sister. Her gentle, flushed expression was a new but welcome sight to behold. “Your name is Julia, isn’t it?” He recalled her name being thrown around a bit by the teachers last year. She was a grade A student, so intelligent and knowledgeable that she was moved up by two whole grades and managed to get into high school while at the same age as his little sister. It was impressive, even to him. He wasn’t the smartest kid in his grade but he was up there with the top students, many of them were taking the same honors course he was sitting through right now.

 

“Y-Yeah,” Julia stammered. “And y-you’re A-Andrew, r-right…? Ashley’s big brother…”

 

Andy blinked, surprised that she would know his name. He asked her why?

 

“I was Nina’s best friend,” Julia told him. Andy’s smile turned into a surprised expression, and Andrew felt the guilt he felt all the way back then. Huh, he wondered where all that emotion he had before went. It seemed that his younger self was more human than his future self.

 

This was before he had to resort to killing and eating other humans to survive.

 

That probably had something to do with it.

 

Oh, who was he kidding?

 

Ashley broke him long before any of that happened.

 

“She talked about you a lot,” Julia said, a sad tone to her voice. Andy looked away, and down at his desk. The sound of the classroom was muted to his ears, the only thing he could hear was his heartbeat throbbing in his skull, and Julia’s soft, gentle, depressing voice. “She really liked you.” 

 

Andrew felt something break inside of Andy, but even back then, he was an expert at hiding what he truly felt. 

 

“I’m sorry.” Andy said, his voice quiet and flat. Almost deadpan. 

 

“F-For what?” Julia, still blushing and playing with her hair now, asked. “Y-You didn’t do anything… I-I wasn’t a-accusing you either…”

 

“Mm.” Andy started to feel nothing. He was just about to tune her out as the teacher made their way into the classroom, silencing the rowdy children ahead of them.

 

“A-Andrew? A-A-Are you okay!?” Julia suddenly placed a small, gentle hand on his cheek. Andy was stunned to feel her touch as he turned to look at her, feeling hot tears drip down his cheeks. Andrew felt her hand as if he was there, the sensation felt intimate, affectionate, he didn’t get touched so gently like that from anyone. Not even from his own mother, not even from his own sister. 

 

“A-Ah?” Andy seemed to realize he was crying, and used his hands to wipe away his tears. “Sorry about that… I guess hearing about… your friend, brought up some bad memories.” He swallowed nervously, the saliva in his mouth tasted like bile. He wanted to throw up. Andrew could tell, and he could remember. “Ashley was… affected,” to say the least. “about what happened to her. They were…”

 

What could he say, they were close? They might have been, but ever since N_na told Ashley that she had a crush on her brother, Ashley no longer cared if she lived or died. Actually, no. She cared so much about her that she made him stuff her in a dusty box overnight.

 

Thankfully, Julia took his silence as an emotional inability to say anymore on the matter.

 

“So were you, it seems.” Julia smiled at him, her hand traveling down his cheek down to his shoulder. “Do… Do you want to be friends?”

 

“Y-Yeah,” Andy was surprised with himself at how easily and quickly he accepted her offer. “I would like that.”

 

Andrew clenched at his chest, right at where his heart would be if he had one. It felt warm, it was a foreign sensation, so foreign that it didn’t feel like it belonged there in his chest of all places. How could he, after all this time, feel this way? Andrew forced himself to turn away from the scene before him. It wasn’t right, it couldn’t be right. He didn’t care about Julia anymore, he was going to kill her, and probably eat her remains afterwards too. That was what Leyley wanted, after all, and he wanted to keep her happy. If Leyley wanted Julia to die and this is what it took for her to finally believe that he’d stay by her side for the rest of time, then so be it. He’ll keep his cleaver handy and slash, chop, and dismember away. Then let Leyley do her worst with what was left.

 

The more Andrew thought of that, the more that his chest began to hurt. 

 

“This isn’t right…” Andrew said out loud to the endless void that was his own imagination. “I…”

 

He what? 

 

Did he want something? Or did he not?

 

It certainly felt like he wanted something. But his past actions contradicted him, as they usually did. When he had that incestuous dream of him and Ashley, he said he didn’t want that to happen, but then he went and let her kiss him. He went and hugged her tight after throwing their parents' skinned skulls into the ocean. He let her sit in his lap while they ate more human flesh while he talked about how he made Julia cry, and felt good while he was at it.

 

And now the day after he declared that he would kill Julia with his dear Leyley, he was getting cold feet. 

 

This dream was causing all sorts of problems in his mind. Reminding him of all the contradictions of his life that he had been doing his best to forget, and ignore. It caused all sorts of memories to begin flooding into his brain, like a dam breaking. It began to drown him in an overflow of memory. Two different psyches, two different personalities, tugged two different nerves on either sides of his brain. He just wanted this to stop.

 

Sadly, while he was able to recognize that he was dreaming, making himself wake up was another obstacle altogether. 

 

He would just have to watch and suffer through the rest of the dream.

 

His younger self and Julia would get closer and closer throughout their freshman year. In that year, Andy was able to keep their friendship a secret from Leyley. Which was easy at first since they went to different schools. That became more difficult when Andy took Julia to that drive in theater, picked the lock to an old unguarded gate, and spent all night watching movies and spending time together. It became impossible to hide when Julia kissed him that same night, rubbing her perfume into his body. That year was a good memory, how could it not? It was a classic high school romance many teenage boys his age would only ever dream of. To have a pretty girl hang off your arm, listen to every word you say, and share all their secrets with you wasn’t something most people would experience. What Andy had was rare, and it felt special. 

 

That year that Leyley had no clue he had a girlfriend, was the last year Andrew thought he had everything he needed to be happy. But of course, Leyley found out. She stayed up all night waiting for him at the door to their apartment. As soon as he walked in with that goofy expression he must have had on his face, Leyley knew something was wrong.

 

As his thoughts trailed off at the memory, the lucid dream warped his imaginary reality to fit it.

 

Andrew felt Leyley’s fingers dig into his shoulders as she shook him with tears in her eyes.

 

“I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it !” Leyley cried as she smothered her own face in his chest and took a deep breath. Whatever she smelled, it must have broken her small tar colored heart. For she pushed him away as if he cheated on her. “You went out with some hussie ! I knew this would happen! I knew you would always find someone to replace me with! Now you love whatever bitch you were with more than you will ever love me!”

 

“Leyley that’s not-”

 

“IT IS!” Leyley kicked at his shin. It hurt. “You were always looking for someone else. Someone you can love more than ME ! You HATE me! I can’t even trust my own brother!” Her cries were so loud and sloppy that her nose began to run and her pink eyes began to turn bloodshot red. 

 

“That’s not true!” Andrew finally got a word in, clutching his sister’s shoulders and holding her still. She thrashed and hit his chest, desperately trying to get away, but he didn’t let her. “You’re my sister, Leyley! I won’t ever try to replace you! Jul-” He winced, he didn’t want to say her name, but it was already too late.

 

“JULIA!?” Leyley screamed so loudly that his ears began to ring. “HER!? THAT DEAD CUNTS FRIEND-” 

 

Andrew slapped a hand over her mouth and wrapped his other arm around her body. Her screaming had long since woken up their parents, but as always, their mother sent their father to go silence them. He wandered into the living room without much care, and muttered something so inaudible - or rather, Andrew just didn’t care about what he’d say. Andrew just lifted Leyley off her feet and ran with her to their room, where he threw her onto her bed and slammed the door shut. 

 

“Don’t say that too loud!” Andrew exclaimed as Leyley curled herself up into a little ball on her bed. She was even sucking her tongue, and hyperventilating. Andrew bit his finger so hard that it began to bleed. “What happened to our blood oath?”

 

“Y-You broke it.” Leyley sniffled. “Like you broke me. You wasted my life. You wasted my heart! All of me!”

 

Andrew sighed heavily, pinching the bridge of his nose as he knelt by his sister’s side. He tried to console her, but how could he? What point was there even trying? Leyley had already made up her mind, and her mind said that he didn’t love her anymore and would rather spend all his time with some hussie then with her. 

 

For some reason, Andrew crawled into the bed with his sister, and for some reason, she didn’t even hesitate to turn around and crawl into his embrace. They stayed like that for a while, and for a short, meaningless moment, Andrew thought that everything might get better naturally.

 

“Leave her.” Leyley said, her tears turning into bitter anger, and jealousy. “Or I’ll find another box to make you shove her in.”

 

“Ashley.” Andrew said sternly. “I am not going to leave her, and we’re not doing that. Just accept it, I always told you this was going to happen someday- Ow!” Andrew yelped as Ashley bit down on his arm hard . Hard enough to draw blood. “What the fuck!?”

 

“Promise me, then.” Ashley said, her mouth covered in his blood. “Promise me that I’ll always be number one, promise me that I’ll always be more important than whatever slut you spend your time with. When I call you, you come. Then maybe I’ll let you have something to stick your dick in on the side.”

 

“...” 

 

Don’t do it, you fucking idiot. His present self begged. You’ll lose the only happiness you ever really felt in your pathetic, miserable life.

 

“Okay… I promise.” Andy said instead, unblinkingly.

 

Andrew hit himself in the face. Of course, what was he thinking? That he was going to magically change the past and start a new timeline where he wasn’t Ashley’s bitch? 

 

The past couldn’t be changed. No matter how much he might wish it to.

 

“Heehee~! Good boy!” Leyley giggled and rubbed her face into his bleeding arm, drinking some of his blood. Andrew just laid there, letting his sister have his way with him, just like she would for the next five years all the way until Andrew stood at the countertop with the phone. Listening to Julia break up with him all over again.

 

 

“Oh Andy, my dear~?” Ashley mumbled into his ear as she ruffled his hair around. His eyes slowly opened to find himself lying in Ashley’s lap. “Would you like to wake up now? I have a surprise to tell you about!”

 

Andrew felt the urge to wrap his hands around her throat and choke her.

 

And not let go this time.

 

“What is it?” He asked. “I was sleeping, as you could probably tell.”

 

“Ah!” Ashley’s eyes lit up upon hearing his voice. “He’s finally awake! You were asleep for like twelve hours.”

 

He was?

 

“I was?” Andrew sat up. They were thankfully still on the touch, and all clothed up too. He was grateful for that. “Well, I was tired from all that driving. I guess the stress got to me a bit too.”

 

“So much for your insomnia, huh?” Ashley didn’t look like she believed him. Then again, when did she ever believe him on the first go? Never. His hands itched. “What were you dreaming about?”

 

Andrew just looked at her, for a long while. She stared unblinkingly back at him. He wanted to say a million different things to her, maybe even strangle her while he was at it. But for some reason, he held himself back. It made sense for her to accuse him of dreaming of something, if he really slept for a whole twelve hours, which was something he has never been able to do before, then it would be very reminiscent of the time Andrew had tried to wake Ashley from one of her demon given dreams. 

 

A thought struck his mind.

 

Was the demon behind that dream, then?

 

No… yes…? If it was, then it made no indication.

 

Then again, every time that it did, it usually involved a lot of blood. Maybe it really was just him having a bad (good?) dream.

 

“Yeah,” he finally admitted after thinking to himself for a full minute straight. “Dreamed about the past.”

 

“Oooh, was I in it?” She inquired, that smug grin on her face. She was clearly trying to be suggestive if the way her hands gestured around her body had anything to say about it. 

 

“You were…” Andrew allowed. “But it wasn’t that kind of dream.”

 

“Oh yeah? And who asked you if it was?”

 

“Go fuck-” Poor choice of words. “Just shit yourself and die, how about that?”

 

“Bahahaha!” Ashley bellowed. “Nice save there, nice. I appreciate the creativity of that one! Still though, I want to know what it was about.”

 

“Just you being your classic manipulative self.” Andrew deadpanned. Then he decided: Fuck it, she was going to keep drilling at him until he told her what he dreamed about. “The day that I came home after my first date with Julia.”

 

“Oh…?” Ashley’s eyes suddenly narrowed, and her smile faded away in an instant. “Why were you dreaming about that dumb cunt? Don’t tell me you had that kind of dream about her!”

 

“No, you dumb bitch.” Andrew sighed. “I just told you what it was about!”

 

Ashley hit his shoulder. It didn’t hurt much. Looking at her now, she was unhealthily thin. Her arms were stringy and her legs were barely bigger than his own arms. He was thinner too, and weaker from starvation as a consequence. But Ashley was in an even lower tier. If she didn’t have the gun, she’d be vulnerable to anybody who got close.

 

“Don’t call me that, you fucking asshole!” She jolted him out of his train of thought with another weak thump against his shoulder. She leaned back against the armrest of the couch, planting both of her feet uncomfortably into his side. She pushed at him, seemingly frustrated at the fact that the couch was already pushed up against the wall, making it so that she couldn’t kick him off the couch. “Geez, what’s got you in such a bitchy mood today? I thought we were past this?”

 

“Past what?” Andrew grabbed her feet and threw them away from his side. “You’re the one who woke me up from a perfectly good nightmare. What’d you expect? A nice loving hug?”

 

“Yeah, maybe!” Ashley huffed. “Whatever, be an asshole then, I’ll just not tell you about how my stalking mission went!”

 

“...” Andrew facepalmed, yet another crime they’d be tried with if they were caught. “You mean your scouting mission, right?”

 

“Nope!” Ashley scoffed, tilting her chin up and away from him. “I’ll only tell you if you apologize,” She raised her foot up to his face. “And kiss my toe while you’re at it.”

 

“You’re gross.” Andrew said, smacking her foot away. “But fine, Ashley, my dear little sister ,” he leaned in and smirked impishly as he easily pushed Ashley so far she was nearly falling off the couch if he hadn’t been so close she was clinging onto his shoulders. 

 

“Ah, stop!” Ashley giggled, hanging onto him like her life depended on it. 

 

“I am oh so sorry that I woke up in a pissy mood because of a dream that I had,” Andrew drawlled, pulling back and letting Ashley hang from his arm. “Dear sister of mine, won’t you accept your brother’s oh so genuine apology? He really means it, I promise .” 

 

He didn’t miss how he growled that last part out.

 

“Ah! Okay, okay! I forgive you!” Ashley exclaimed, having her body nearly painfully bent around the arm of a couch made her more willing to accept what he says. Though, clearly still being as airheaded as she was, she didn’t catch on to his tone. “Now let me up, pretty please!”

 

Andrew drew his arm back with Ashley still clinging to it. She let out a sigh of relief as she leaned forward on her knees, recovering from her near death experience. 

 

“Sheesh, you really know how to make me beg, huh~?” She nudged his side, waggling her eyebrows. “Only you know how to make me so submissively, or I guess you-”

 

“Yes, yes, I’m the only one you’d let top you,” Andrew rolled his eyes, already having caught on to her mannerisms. “I get it, now what is this surprise you wanted to tell me about so badly?”

 

 

Ashley!

 

“Something is SO off about him today.” Ashley thought as she looked at her brother inquisitively. He was like a different person today. Not like her Andy, but not quite like Andrew either. He wasn’t getting embarrassed or caught off guard by her comments, and even his rebuttals were so much more intense . Andy rarely got physical with her like that, at least in ways that made her feel uncomfortable, and aside from the near strangulations, there wasn’t much he ever did that made her uncomfortable.

 

“Have I been pushing him too much lately?” She thought to herself as she looked into his emerald green eyes. They didn’t look quite as dead lately, in fact, they looked nice, healthy, and full of vigor. Not even a single bag under an eye to be seen either!

 

That wasn’t like Andrew at all!

 

“Ugh,” Ashley leaned back onto the couch. “You suck today.”

 

“...” Andrew just shrugged his shoulders.

 

“I know where your ex is,” She made sure to accentuate the ex part, just to make it extra clear that Andrew shouldn’t worry or think much of Julia at all anymore. Whether it worked or not, she definitely got his full attention after that. “She was pretty easy to find. She was walking around at night all on her own. I could have shot her and got away with it, probably.”

 

“Where?” Andrew interrupted her. Dick. “And did you see her sister?”

 

“Nah,” She didn’t know the sister’s name. Or maybe she did? Meh, probably another name she erased from her life because of how little she cared about it. “But they were at a five-star hotel called Underlooks. Looks like their mommy and daddy actually cares about them enough to give them money.”

 

“Or maybe they just have normal parents.” Andrew muttered. What were normal parents supposed to be like? Ashley honestly didn’t know, since her father was non-existent even when he was physically around almost all the time, and their mother… Ugh, even thinking about her made her angry! The less she thought about her, the better. Her stomach did growl at the thought of her, however. She wished she kept some of her mother around to eat right about now. “In any case, Underlooks is a pretty big hotel, so it’s going to be hard to find them the normal way. It’s like, three times the size of our old apartment building.”

 

“They live on the fourth floor.” Ashley remarked. “Poetic, isn’t it? They live on the same level we almost starved to death on.”

 

Andrew glared at her. “How do you know that?” He asked, his voice dipping into that dark dangerous tone he always used when he was trying to intimidate her.

 

She would never admit how much it worked. 

 

“I followed her.” Ashley said, feeling a little bead of sweat drip down the back of her neck. “Hence why I used the term stalk earlier.”

 

“She didn’t see you, did she?”

 

Oh, how to answer that question when he looked like he was about to strangle her again?

 

Time to lie!

 

“‘Course not!” She happily cheered out the words. “She used the stairs to get to her floor, I just followed her to her floor. I don’t know what room she’s in, but I know she’s there somewhere.”

 

How she was going to explain how Julia was going to come over for a visit because she handed her a letter she forged in Andrew’s writing was something that Ashley didn’t think about yet.

 

Oh well, she was sure it was going to work out. If there was anything she could trust Andy for, it was to snip off any loose ends. Julia coming here would make her a loose end.

 

That’s how it would go, surely.

 

“Huh…” Andrew looked at her for a few moments. His expression softened and his tone became neutral again. “Okay, that makes things easier for us then, I guess.”

 

Score! “It does! Do I get a reward for doing such a good job?” She puckered her lips teasingly. “Make me lunch!”

 

She enjoyed the whiplash Andrew felt when he heard the next words that came out of her mouth. Making lunch for her was easier than letting himself succumb to those oh so lewd thoughts she knew he had about her. She didn’t feel like going through the motions of convincing him to kiss her again since she was so hungry. Besides, she needed the space for a few minutes to think about what she was going to do tonight…

 

If she intimidated her enough, Julia might just come alone. That would be the best case scenario. Of course, that would bring up the question of how she was able to find them. Andrew would bitch and moan about it, sure, but he wouldn’t do anything about it right then and there. She would work her magic, sink her claws into him, and get him to do her bidding like he always did.

 

If she could convince him to kill their parents, then surely she could get him to kill his ex who broke up with him over the phone. 

 

Worst comes to worst, she can always summon Cubey and let him eat her soul too. It wouldn’t be ideal, as she was sure a man-stealing whore like her would taste gross. But that was better than letting her walk away. 

 

Her Andy was acting weird lately, though. She wasn’t a hundred percent sure anymore that she had him wrapped around her little finger. She thought he was getting better at not being so flippy floppy like he was before, but maybe she was wrong?

 

She looked at her brother as he prepared some of the food they stocked up on to eat for lunch. She knew one way to keep him around and ensure his loyalty to her forever. But he was being so stubborn about it! Her original idea was to let him come around all on his own, but they only had until night before Julia would come knocking at their door. The kiss they shared was a good first step, but she didn’t think that was enough just yet. 

 

Licking her lips, Ashley felt a nervous tingle run up and down her body. 

 

Well, no time like the present.

 

It was going to happen eventually anyway, perhaps it was time to stake her claim and make sure no other hussies' would steal Andy’s gaze away from her.




Chapter 6: Twisted Junctions
Notes:
I am writing this chapter in a bit of a different way then I have other chapters. Although I call this story "The Charred Soul" with the intention of primarily making it a story about Andrew and his struggle to maintain his own image of normalcy, I feel like I may have deviated a little too much in writing from other's perspectives and sort of wrote myself away from the original idea. I want to reign that in a bit, so this chapter is written solely out from Andrew's point of view.

Also, well, I sort of felt the need to jot this down after writing the chapter. Andrew and Ashley are not heroes, nor were they ever meant to be portrayed as good people. Because really, they aren't. They are two shitty people forced to go through a variety of exponentially increasingly shitty situations, over and over again and they came out all the more shittier for it. Make of that what you will~!

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew!

 

“Oh Annnndyyy!”

 

Andrew perked up at the sound of his childhood nickname. It didn’t bother him as much hearing it now compared to when he heard it a few weeks ago. Even then, if only by instinct alone, he tensed up. His sister was nothing if not completely obvious with her intentions. In a way, he both loved and hated that about her. 

 

‘Andy’ looked over his shoulder to peer at his younger sister, who sauntered up to him with a pep in her step she didn’t have before. Her hands were clasped behind her back, pushing her chest out and angling herself in a way that gave him a good view at her cleavage. Out of respect - what he desperately told himself was respect, anyway - Andrew tore his eyes away from his sisters chest and settled on her bright magenta eyes instead. She had a smirk on her face that instantly made him want to put up his guard. That smirk was almost always mischievous, and Ashley was nothing if not a smug little brat. 

 

“What is it?” He asked, turning away from her as he watched the water in the pot beginning to boil. Since it was already past noon, he wanted to make some use out of the ramen noodles they have been saving up. It was their favorite flavor, chicken.

 

Not the most unique of favorites, but it was heavenly compared to the nothing but literally scraps and garbage they had for a whole three uninterrupted months.

 

“I want to play a game .” Ashley whispered just loud enough for him to hear. Purposefully so, Andrew figured. Ashley wanted a reason to get closer to him, and whispering was that pitiful excuse to do so. 

 

Andrew flinched as he felt Ashley’s hand snake underneath his arms and around his chest. She felt around, squeezing him and giggling maniacally when he tensed up and pushed her hands down. Of course, she went lower than he intended, touching the spot just below his belly button and not quite reaching his pelvis. 

 

Andrew groaned and smacked her hands away, leaving the little gremlin to settle for grabbing his shoulders and leaning over him instead. Her chin rested on his shoulder, and she blew softly into his ear, making him flinch again. Ashley has always been touchy feely. Andrew knew why, of course. Deep within her rotten core, Ashley was a very affectionate person. She loved hugs, kisses, and cuddling. Even when they were children, before he went to her bed, she was the one who always came to him to sleep with at night. The kind of affection she was giving him now though, was not the kind of affection one should give their older brother.

 

Andrew knew what she was doing. He figured he should have expected it, and felt stupid for being surprised. Ashley was never a patient person, never one to wait for him to come to her except only when she was playing her stupid silent treatment game to get him to feel bad and apologize for whatever he did to annoy her that day. 

 

Morbidly, he wondered if mother did this same thing to father.

 

Surely, his father hadn’t always been the husk of a man he’d always known, right?

 

Comparing his relationship with Ashley to his parents relationship made Andrew flush red. Annoyed, and embarrassed with himself, Andrew shook his sister off of him. What the hell was he doing, letting her do this? Why was his body so confusing and contradictory? One day it would be disgusted at her touch, and the next it yearned for it. Andrew wanted to punch himself for it, if only to punish his body for not paying attention to its mind’s desires.

 

“No.” Andrew said at last to Ashley’s proposal. He meant it to sound firm and make his stance clear. But even he noticed how pathetic and needy it sounded. “I’m not playing whatever one-sided game you have in store right now.” He quickly added, knowing it would do nothing but highlight his earlier mistake.

 

“But Andyyyyy…” Ashley snuggled into his side, burrowing her face into his shoulder. She looked up at him and pouted, giving her best impression of a little sister giving puppy eyes to her big brother so he would do something for her. It felt out of place for a girl who was supposed to be a woman in her twenties. “It’s been so long since we played… Remember when we used to play with those toys under the blanket when we were younger?”

 

“D-Don’t say it like that!” Andrew exclaimed, feeling heat rush to his face. 

 

Ashley laughed into his shoulder and locked eyes with him. “What kind of toys are you talking about? I only meant those glow in the dark stuffed animals we used to play ‘House’ with.”

 

Andrew groaned.

 

“Oh, you meant the kind that mom and dad used on each other?” Ashley smothered another laugh into his body. “I mean, we could use those, I suppose. We’d have to make do with using the sheets for ropes though.”

 

“I hate you.” 

 

“BaHaHahAha~!” Ashley rubbed her face into him. Andrew did his best to keep his eyes off of her. The pot of hot water wasn’t boiling yet, but a few bubbles were popping around here and there. Noticing that his attention was on the pot and not her, Ashley went and flicked off the switch of the stove, snuffing out the flame and causing Andrew to sigh heavily. 

 

“The water is not boiling yet, Ashley…” Andrew needlessly noted.

 

“Stop paying attention to the water more than me!” Ashley harrumphed. “I thought I was the feast on the eyes, not a stupid pot of water.”

 

“Will you just-” Andrew pinched the bridge of his nose and chose to remain silent rather than rise to her usual bait. Using his free arm, he flicked the stove back on. The water had already cooled down, and those remnants of bubbles were gone already and slowly returning. 

 

“Andrew,” Ashley more firmly called to him. She moved around him like a snake coiling around its pray, placing herself between him and the stove. Her hands returned to his chest, but this time she didn’t squeeze anything thankfully. Instead, she just laid her hands there, like a lover would their partner.

 

Damn his romanticism, Andrew was thankful for his height. Using the fact that he towered over his sister, he kept his gaze on the heating pot of water. 

 

“Your body feels like you’ve gotten stronger,” Ashley remarked, making a complete one-eighty joke of what he thought she was going to say, or ask. “You were lanky and thin back in the apartment, but it looks like you’ve been filling out these last few weeks.”

 

“A few weeks isn’t enough time for someone to get noticeably bigger.” 

 

“Well, you are.” Ashley insisted. “You did go from eating almost nothing every day to eating every day once we escaped the apartment. You may not see since you look at yourself every day in the mirror, but I do. Looks like your manly muscles are finally coming in!” Strangely enough, she actually looked happy for him. The change of topics in his mind was a welcome one, however. Andrew dared to meet Ashley’s gaze again because of that. “You’ve probably gotten stronger, haven’t you? It’s no fair, I barely look like I changed at all, and I doubt I can hold a candle to you when it comes down to strength.”

 

Ashley sighed, seemingly disappointed in her own lack of growth. She slumped her head against his chest. Andrew felt the brotherly desire to hug his sister and not let go until her smile returned, and the urge subconsciously had him reaching his long arms around her body. He stopped halfway.

 

Ashley couldn’t have been more wrong about her own growth. In fact, she was able to handle the starvation much better than he did since her body required less nutrients to survive. But now that she had been able to eat a healthy three meals a day - and some exotic meats in between - her body had begun filling out. Her legs were unhealthily thin before, but they were getting thicker now, and not in a bad way. Her arms were still thin and honestly tiny, but not out of shape or anorexic. Her body was hour-glass shaped, and as she kept proclaiming, her “fantastic titts” were admittedly the most profound aspect of her body.

 

“You’ve gotten better.” Andrew said, feeling his hands touch her body softly. “Your body, I mean.”

 

Ashley suddenly perked up. Her smile returned as his comment, and he felt her shift against his body. He heard a click, and frowned when he noticed that she had sneakily turned off the stove again.

 

“Do you think I’m pretty, Andrew?” She asked at last, rising closer to him on the tips of her toes. He leaned back, doing his best not to give her any ideas.

 

“Sure,” He said, flicking the switch to turn the stove back on yet again behind her back. He also knew she wasn’t going to be satisfied until he gave her some kind of compliment, so he figured he’d get it over with and tell her what she wanted to hear. “You are pretty, Ashley. Yes.”

 

“How so?” Ashley persisted, fishing for compliments. “Besides my butt, of course.”

 

“Huh?” Andrew looked down, and felt his eyes widen when he noticed that his left hand had reached below Ashley’s waist, looping his fingers within one of her belt loops. He yanked his hand away and stepped away from her. The tips of his fingers felt like they were frozen solid. 

 

Ashley rolled her eyes and didn’t let him get away so easily.

 

“C’moooon, Andrew, it’s okay, y’know. I don’t mind being touched there if it's you.”

 

“Don’t say that!” Andrew complained. “You are being extra annoying today. What gives?”

 

“I just want you to know how much I appreciate you.” Ashley said. “Even if you’ve been so rude lately. You’ve been acting weird, so I guessed you must have been accumulating too much stress lately. I can help with that, you know.” She licked her lips, fluttering her eyebrows. Andrew spared a glance at her mouth, noticing how soft they looked. It seemed that Ashley had taken some of mom’s money and invested in some lip balm after all. “You can trust me with anything , Andrew, I won’t take advantage of you… well, not anymore, anyway.” 

 

She was the only one who laughed at that bad joke. Andrew knew she really meant nothing by it. Despite how he felt, he knew that it was just Ashley’s way of making light of some of the downright evil things they have done to each other. Still, it bothered him, and had him glowering down at the floor.

 

“I know I can trust you…” Andrew said instead of the first mean thing that came to his mind. He really didn’t feel like starting a fight, and to her credit, Ashley has been behaving lately. “It’s just… sometimes I feel…”

 

“Sometimes you feel…?” Ashley encouraged him to go on. When he pushed himself up to sit on the counter in the kitchen, Ashley moved her way between his legs, cupping his cheek with one hand and scratching the top of his head with the other. 

 

“I just want to be normal, which I know is pretty rich coming from me after all that I've done.” Andrew continued. “I’m terrified of the consequences of what we’ve done catching up to us. We’ve been lucky so far, the fact that there isn’t a manhunt for us yet is by far a miracle. I just think… that it's a sign, I guess.”

 

“A sign for what?” Ashley asked, moving her other hand down to cup his other cheek. She made him look her in the eyes, and Andrew wondered if he should really be opening up to her like this. The Andy within him feared that she would use it against him, but the more logical Andrew remembered that they were in this together. 

 

All the evil that they have done, always started and ended with Ashley. Even when she was blackmailing him for what they did to Nina , all the way up to whispering into his ear in an attempt to get him to go along with her idea to kill their parents. She never left his side.

 

Andrew didn’t think Ashley would ever leave him. He didn’t think he could ever leave her either. No matter how much he loved her. No matter how much he hated her. No matter how much she enticed him. No matter how much she disgusted him. Their souls were intertwined, and what they were now was a product of their deadbeat parents, and equally so their own doing.

 

So, if he was going to be stuck with her no matter what, why make it worse by keeping secrets?

 

Perhaps against his better judgment, Andrew took a deep breath, relaxed, and let his guard down. 

 

“A sign for a new start.” Andrew finally admitted, it felt like a fat man had just fallen off his shoulders. “I’ve been getting these dreams of the past, and it has reminded me a lot about what we have done. And how much you need me.” Ashley didn’t deny that. “I feel like this is our chance to start something new, a new life, a new Andrew and a new Ashley. We can go somewhere far away, maybe to a different state, a different country if we have too. A chance to be normal , or at least our best attempt at being normal.”

 

Ashley hummed. “It’s not too late for that?” She asked, amused with his confession.

 

“It’s all we have left to hope for.” Andrew continued. “When our only options are to rot away in cells for the rest of our lives or escaping this coffin of a county we’ve been stuck in and trying our hand at a second chance, I think the choice is obvious.”

 

Ashley looked like she was pondering, at least for a few seconds. Her eyes veered away from his and she bit the top of her lip. She blinked once, then twice, and she nodded her head. A contented smirk piercing through any thoughtful expression she just had as she answered his profession with a single word.

 

“Okay.” 

 

“Hm?” Andrew blinked, and wondered if he had heard incorrectly.

 

“I said okay.” Ashley repeated herself, nodding along with his reasoning. “As long as we take that second chance together, I don’t see a reason why we shouldn’t try. We promised to bury Andy and Leyley, after all.”

 

Andrew snorted. “Fat lot that promise did.”

 

“Oh, whatever.” She rolled her eyes. “My point is, if that’s what you want to do, then let’s do it.” Ashley smiled impishly. “We can become the new Mr and Mrs… I’d say Graves, but mom and dad are dead, and we’re also technically supposed to be dead, aren’t we? Organs harvested and all. We’ll come up with a new one. It doesn’t matter what we’re called, as long as we are together.”

 

“Right…” Andrew nodded slowly. “Finding new identities for us will be the hardest part, but once we have those, we should be fine.”

 

“Just the last names.” Ashley said, caressing his face. Andrew just realized how close her face was to his when she laid her forehead against his. “I want to keep calling you Andrew, I like that name.”

 

“Pft. I thought you didn’t like Andrew?”

 

“Meh,” Ashley winked. “I’m warming up to him.”

 

They stayed like that for a while. Enjoying each other's heat. The talk they had, and how easily she accepted his feelings, was strangely wholesome. He didn’t mind her closeness, nor did he mind how close she was to him. He found himself letting his eyes become lidded, and relaxing his neck to crane a little lower. His hands absentmindedly made their way to his sister's waist. 

 

Ashley giggled at his touch, and didn’t pull away. She licked her lips again, and her eyes became lidded as well. It felt wrong, and right at the same time to be so close to her like this. He felt a part of himself slipping away as he noticed Ashley beginning to lean closer to him. Her lips puckered, and eyes closed.

 

The water began to boil. His marked palm felt hot.

 

_______________

GIVE IN

_______________

 

_______________

~HOLD ON~

_______________



As soon as Andrew felt Ashley’s lips brush against his, he felt his senses return to him. He yanked himself away from her and gently shoved her away from him. His face was pale, and he clenched a hand over his shirt where his heart was. 

 

“What the hell!?” Ashley, as he expected, was not pleased. “I thought we were having a moment there!”

 

“We were,” Andrew admitted. The water in the pot was boiling so much it was spilling out. “But I can’t. I won’t. I have to hold on to what little sanity I have left.”

 

“We’ve done so much worse than this, Andrew!” Ashley shouted. “We’ve literally killed and eaten people, we sacrificed our own parents to a literal demon! So why the fuck are you being such a pansy about making me your girlfriend!?”

 

“Because this is all I have left, Ashley!” Andrew yelled back. His resistance seemed to have shocked Ashley, for she recoiled as if she was slapped. “All I have left is my desperate desire to be normal, and the only way I can do that is if I don’t go that far with you! I can’t do this, Ashley! I can’t let that vision come true, because if I do, there’ll be nothing left of me! You really think I don’t want to touch you? That I don’t want to fuck you? That I don’t have all these dirty thoughts about you!? You already know that I do!” His eyes burned as tears began spilling down his face. 

 

“That’s okay though,” Ashley reached for him, only to flinch when he slapped her hand away. “It’s okay!” She raised her voice, her frustration boiling over. “You don’t need to hold back anymore, Andrew. Can’t you see what I’m trying to do for you? There’s nothing you have to hold back anymore, whenever we’re alone, it's okay to be who you want to be, to do whatever you want to do!” Her brow furrowed. “You said it yourself, multiple times now. You want me, so why don’t you just take me? It’s not like you’d be doing it against my will. I want it too.”

 

“Fuck, Ashley, can’t you see that this is not normal?! That it’s not healthy?! You. Are. My. Sister.” He sounded out each word, jabbing his finger into her collarbone with each word in a desperate attempt to make it as crystal clear as possible to the little creature before him.

 

“And I. Am. Your. BROTHER! ” His voice cracked as he said it, but he didn’t care. He watched as Ashley’s eyes widened and her features wince as if his voice physically hurt to hear. Not for the first time, he didn’t care that she was hurt. It somehow felt cathartic, to finally spit out all of this all over his sister’s annoying face. 

 

“We can never be lovers in the way that you want to be. No matter how much I might have fantasized about before! And before you say it, no, it's not because you’re ugly or because I don’t like or love you, because I do love you, Ashley, I love you more than anything in this entire shitty fucking world we’re stuck on. After everything I’ve done for you, after killing Nina, the Warden, our parents , and getting rid of everyone who ever posed a threat to us, can you honestly say that I don’t care about you? Can you honestly say to my face that I don’t love you? Or that I haven’t held up my end of the promise?”

 

He didn’t even realize that he was strangling her again. Not so hard that she was dying or making her lose consciousness, but enough to make her eyes bloodshot and her voice come out as a strangled groan. Andrew felt the urge to let go, but he didn't. The much more overwhelming desire was to make his sister finally and truly understand what he was saying and actually take it seriously, and required this much physical abuse. Anything less, and she wouldn’t take him seriously, and the fucking cycle would just continue on and on again until he snapped, and risked the next time he strangled her becoming a murder.

 

“Well!?” His spittle splattered onto her face. He felt his heart throb into his ears. It felt so nauseating, and his head and chest hurt now more than ever before.

 

The pot of water behind them boiled so vigorously, there was barely any water left in the pot.

 

Ashley sniffled. Hot tears began to fall from her eyes, and snot began to fall from her nose. 

 

“N-No, Andrew.” She finally, finally, finally, resigned to him. 

 

“My hands are so fucking red with the blood you made me spill it’s no wonder a literal fucking demon has taken a liking to us.” He didn’t shove her, but gently moved her away and released her neck. “You can’t possibly say I don’t care about you, or that I don’t love you. I’ve done everything you’ve ever asked for, so please, Ashley, for once in your life, let me have this one thing. Let me just be your big brother.” 

 

Those same brotherly instincts he’s always had within him made him react to his little sister’s sadness. He didn’t want to hear her response to his declaration. He reached out and smashed Ashley’s body against his, hugging her tightly. Ashley began to sob into his chest, hugging him back with every ounce of strength that she had. He knew that her heart was broken, he knew that she’d be forever hurt by his rejection, but he also knew that this was what had to be done. For him. 

 

“And you will always be the annoying little sister I’ll fight to my death to protect.” He added as he rubbed her head, sighing and then kissing the top of her head as she continued to sob into his chest. He carried her over to the bed, letting her sob and sob into him until she cried herself to sleep. They stayed like that until the sun began to fall. For as much as he wanted to stay there with her for the rest of the night, he could no longer handle the stress he felt tightening his chest and the ache in his head was throbbing painfully on its right side. Slowly and being careful as to not wake Ashley, he wormed his way out of her sleepful death grip and extracted himself from the bed.

 

Rejecting his sister was one of the hardest things he has ever done. He knew it needed to happen, and he put on a brave face for it. But he truly did love his sister, and knew that they had the capacity to be lovers. In a way, he felt heartbroken as well, because he once and for all ended any possibility that the two of them would take the next step of trusting each other completely. Those dark thoughts and urges he had wouldn’t just go away, he knew. He’d have to find an outlet for them, or any way really to just get that stress off his shoulders. 

 

It felt hard to breathe already, but he still went out for a smoke. He needed to go on a walk, spend some time away from his sister. Maybe now was the time to try and get her to become less dependent on him, maybe that would help her get over the heartbreak.

 

Andrew didn’t know, really. But he also didn’t have the energy to do anything else, and he wasn’t tired enough to fall asleep again. So he took his pack of cigarettes and his lighter, and just in case Ashley had any ideas, he made sure to take her gun away and stow it in his pants next to where he kept his cleaver. Before leaving he made sure to hide the kitchen knives too. He didn’t trust her to not get so depressed so quickly she would want to take her own life. He wouldn’t put it past her.

 

Then, he left the motel room, and just started to walk away.

 

/-/

 

He didn’t know how long he had walked, but it had surely been less than an hour, and he was already running out of cigarettes. He was chain smoking, which was a good way to speedrun cancer, but he could always quit in the future. There was one cigarette left, and Andrew considered trying to save it for later.

 

“Fuck it,” He said out loud to himself as he lit it up. “Fuck my future self even more than he already is, I guess.” 

 

Andrew blew the smoke out into the open, darkening gray-black sky. It was yet another starless night, despite there being no clouds in the sky either. Andrew felt a sigh escape through his lips as he huffed and puffed away at his last cigarette, feeling the warm smoke travel down his throat and into his lungs. He held each huff extra long this time, just to really stain the insides of his lungs and get that black tar stuff he saw in those few advertisements against smoking all stuck inside him. 

 

“Just what the hell have I done…” Andrew said as he rubbed the side of his head, feeling the throbbing headache still painfully piercing through his skull. It felt like something was trying to escape, or rather, something was trying to get in. “Ashley is going to hold that grudge for the rest of her fucking life. Goddammit, this is going to suck…”

 

Andrew huffed and puffed at the cigarette until there was nothing left but the filter left. Desperately, he tried eeking out just one last lungful in before it was out for good, just like he did with the rest of the cigarettes he had already stomped out for the night. Of course, there was nothing left, and with a resigned groan, he let the filter fall to the ground beneath him, only for it to be crushed and smashed under his foot. 

 

Ashley and grudges may as well be called best friends, because they never forgot each other. Eventually she’d forgive, but never forget, and he didn’t think she would ever forgive him for what he just did to her. Andrew wasn’t blind to her advances throughout much of their life, ever since he hit puberty, and she had her first period, she started looking at him differently. He could tell that she saw potential in him, but not in the traditional sense. It was not any talent she saw, but rather a toy she could use whenever she got bored, only to throw away later. Only for that to later evolve into the unhealthy attraction that he wished he didn’t return. Looking back on it now, he wondered how he never noticed before. The way she insisted on sleeping with him when they were teenagers, how easily she let him into her own bed when they became adults, how she always left her panties and bras around for him to see. More recently was when it became obvious. As the popular saying went, hindsight was a bitch.

 

Andrew instinctively reached for another cigarette, only to find that his pack was empty. With a frustrated growl, he threw the useless box onto the ground and angrily stomped it into the pavement until it was nice and flat and slightly more lifeless than it was before. 

 

“Fuck my life,” He said, driving his foot deeper into the cardboard until it began to split and tear like paper against the concrete. “Fuck you too, Mom. Fuck you too, Dad. For making our lives such a living hell.” He mumbled, taking out his anger on the carton. “I’m glad your dead, fucking deadbeat useless ass parents. If either of you just cared , even a little, maybe we wouldn’t be where we are right now.”

 

He removed his foot from his latest victim. Just as he expected, like all his other victims, the poor little cigarette carton was all ripped and torn apart.

 

Andrew felt the strength in his legs leave his body, and he limped himself away to a bench and fell into it. The town he was in felt just as dead as he felt on the inside right about now. Not a single car drove down the road, there was only one other person walking down the sidewalk that wasn’t him, and there wasn’t even a homeless person to be seen either. 

 

He felt the oh so powerful urge to take the barrel of the gun he’d taken from Ashley, stuff the barrel into his mouth, and pull the trigger. If anything, at least that’d paint the sidewalk a good vibrant red color. Morbidly, he wondered how long it would take for people to scrub his brains out of the pavement.

 

“A-Andrew?” A shy, freckled girl with yellow eyes said with an all too familiar soft, gentle voice. 

 

Andrew felt the crushing wave of yearning and guilt he felt from that dream all over again upon hearing her pathetic little voice. For some reason, he felt warm from hearing it, a tell tale change to how he felt just a few days ago, and a monumental one-eighty from the vision he saw of Julia in her bedroom. He wanted to smile and frown at the same time, he wanted to hug her, but also use his cleaver to chop into her chest. Julia looked uncomfortably awkward, like she always did, as she moved her way closer to him.

 

She had her hair tied up in the same way he used to like before she got tired of him pulling at her hair. She also wore that black choker he got for her as a gift a long time ago. His heart skipped a beat as he saw a version of his sister within Julia, one with all the same beauty, but with the complete opposite type of personality. 

 

“H-Hey,” Julia waved at him meekly. She even had some makeup on, but only just enough to hide some of her freckles. She had that same cute thick shirt with long sleeves so long they reached past her hands, and a skirt that hid her body from the tops of her knees up. She wore leggings underneath all of that. Julia always was one to hide every reasonable inch of skin as she could. 

 

She was also alone. Alone in the middle of the night with not another soul in sight. The darker side of his mind whispered.

 

“I-I-I came… I didn’t think I’d meet you outside, though.”

 

“What?” Andrew stopped staring as the wrong pieces of a puzzle tried merging together. 

 

“I knew it wasn’t real.” Julia sighed sadly, sitting on the same bench as him, but on the other end. “Y-Your sister… W-What choice did I-I have? I had to listen… I-I didn’t k-know what s-s-she would have done to m-me if I didn’t listen.” She was shaking now, tears already starting to form at the corners of her eyes despite him saying only one confused word to her.

 

Julia turned to look at him, thin lines of tears falling from her eyes and ruining her makeup. Andrew looked at her with an empty expression on his face, while on the inside there were two sides of the same brain pulling in opposite directions. The two sides of him both desperately wanted to do very different things to Julia. 

 

“D-Do you h-h-hate me?” Julia suddenly asked, barely holding back a sob. She leaned toward him, her hands touching the middle of the bench. Her eyes were desperate, and as her arms moved her sleeves fell further down her arms, and he could see fresh bloody cuts still bleeding. Her skin appeared to be pale, but it didn’t seem like it was because of blood loss, but because of fear. He hadn’t even done anything to her yet, so he didn’t know why she was so scared. 

 

Her question echoed into his mind. Andrew had to reflect, did he hate Julia?

 

She did make him happy in the past.

 

But half the reason for that was because she just so happened to share some of his sister’s features. She was a version of Ashley that he didn’t need to feel guilty about dating.

 

The other half was because he did genuinely care about her. If only a little.

 

That could very easily change, however. In either direction. 

 

He wasn’t bothered that she broke up with him over the phone. Only that it was an inconvenience. Julia before was more put together, but clearly, the years of being harassed by Ashley had begun to decay her psyche. Her hands were shaky, her self-harm habits have only gotten worse. Her eyes had bags underneath them, meaning she was having trouble sleeping. She clearly also dressed herself up like this and did her hair like that to try and become more appealing to him.

 

That was Julia alright. She was the smartest of their grade for a reason.

 

The Julia that was in front of him now, however, was certainly appealing. 

 

A desperate blank slate, with a need for guidance and affection and love. Three things she clearly wasn’t getting enough from that perfect family of hers.

 

Andrew leaned toward her and placed his hand on top of hers, and he could physically watch the stress begin to leave her body as relief began to immediately set in. He was already fucked enough as it was, wasn’t he? Might as well indulge in the skills he had inherited from his mother. 

 

Mother was good for one thing, after all. Her manipulations throughout his life had taught him how to be the manipulator.

 

“No.” In stark contrast to their last interaction, Andrew took on the supportive role. “I was just angry before.” 

 

Andy gave her a warm smile. The same kind of smile he always used to give her when they were in their high school sweethearts phase.

 

“I do want an apology though, since you were so rude to me last time.” Andy added.

 

“I’m sorry!” Julia instantly blabbered out. Lunging into him like the love-starved girl she was. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean what I said before. Please forgive me…”

 

Andy’s smile grew wider. His hand found its way to her chin and moved her face so it was directly in front of his. She wasn’t Ashley, but she was close enough. He leaned in and kissed her gently, and he felt her melt into him. Giving all of her trust to him just as easily as she always used to in the past before she started listening more to her sister. 

 

Julia pushed him away, fear suddenly taking hold again as she looked left and right, behind her, and curled in closer to his side, as if seeking his protection. 

 

“Y-Your s-s-sis-” Julia stuttered hard. “A-Ashl-ley isn’t a-a-around, i-is, she?”

 

Ah, she was terrified of Ashley, that made sense. His rowdy little sister must have had more of an impact than she let on earlier. “No, Andrew already took care of that. She’s in our room, sleeping the rest of the night away, most likely.”

 

“R-Really?” Classic clueless Julia, so easy to distract with an idea of hope. “S-S-She’s n-not here?”

 

“I’d protect you, even if she was.” Andy said, pushing some of Julia’s hair behind one of her ears. Julia’s face was beet red, or well, as red as it could be since much of her blood was being directed to staunch the self-inflicted wounds on her arms. To ease her panicking, he took her face in his hand and directed her gaze to him, knowing it would calm her. “Take me to your room where we can make ourselves a little more comfortable.” 

 

Julia looked down, her blush deepening. “M-My sister…”

 

“Don’t worry. She won’t bother us.” Andy patted the cleaver and gun behind his back. “I’ll make sure of it. As long as you listen to me, you won’t have anything to worry about, Leyley.”

 

“H-Huh?”

 

“Okay?” Andy pulled her closer and stood up, feeling the strength return to his legs as he felt the control fall right back into his court. 

 

Julia looked at him, confused for a moment. Andy let his smile fall, which did the trick. Julia squirmed against him as she felt his grip on her tighten ever so slightly. Quickly, she meekly nodded her head along to his whims. “O-Okay… Andrew.”

 

Andy smiled.

 

“Good girl.”




Chapter 7: Delicious Miseries
Notes:
Fun fact; Once this chapter is uploaded, this will officially be the longest story in this fandom. (Let's see how long that lasts XD) Go me for having too much free time on my hands after work!

Update: It lasted about one day LMAO

As a complete contradiction of what I said in last chapters beginning notes, this chapter is primarily written from Ashley's POV. Just one of those things that just feels right. In any case, it is time for one of our favorite dream sequences. Followed by what Andrew has done after last chapter.

In other news, I have another potential work idea bubbling around in my head. Once this story is over, I have something else to work on. So if you happen to like my work (Thank you) there will be more to come in the future.

As a bit of a warning to you guys, this chapter is a little bloodier and crazier than the others. It will be disturbing, and if you feel disturbed, that means I wrote it right. Or here's hoping anyway, I'm sure if you're here reading this you have already seen some fucked up shit that's on the internet already Lol.

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
Ashley…

 

I’m not sure I want to wake up anymore…

 

Ashley thought as she laid in a bed of bloody flowers. Cubey thought that now of all times was a good time to summon her again for yet another round of puzzle solving, but she really didn’t have the heart to entertain him this time. She didn’t have the heart to do much anymore. What was the point? Her only brother, her soulmate, her pride and joy… the only one she ever cared about and loved, didn’t want her. She was alone, just as she always feared she would be. He would stay with her out of pity, and eventually get bored of her anyway and leave. Just like everyone else. Just like that…

 

Sigh … Ashley didn’t even have the energy to call Nina a bitch anymore. She’s heard her name so many times recently that no matter how hard she tries to suppress it, she always comes back. Even after all this time, the first betrayal from someone she thought was her friend came back to haunt her. She was gone, dead, a decomposing pile of bones underground in the middle of the woods where even she and Andrew left her. Yet for some reason, even though she was nothing but history now, Ashley still felt bile bubble up from inside her stomach. She was nauseous, and she wanted to throw up in hopes of it somehow ridding her of all the negative feelings she was having now. As if it would ease her pain. 

 

Was this how Julia felt? Ashley wondered. After Nina, Julia took up the slot of her friend , as Andrew put it when she told him about her. But then she got up and left her too after being too smart to hang around her and the other students. She left, and then stole her brother away from her. But she was rarely happy. Maybe she was with Andrew - and who wouldn’t? He was the best. - But every other time, as her brother romantically put it before, she was a depressed wreck. Oh, she remembered all the little venting sessions Julia used to put her through. It was interesting to listen to, if only to hear all about how apparently terrible the life of the school's favorite princess was, and her misery was fun to supp on for a while. Yet somehow, that unattractive, freckled girl, was still someone Andrew would rather spend his time with than with his only sister.

 

She had no one else when she was younger. She had a total of two friends she could admit to enjoying being friends with, and both betrayed her. Now one is dead, and the other… Did she even care to go and kill her anymore? Her father was non-existent, so wrapped around in mother’s machinations that she honestly didn’t think that she heard her name come out of his mouth her entire life, and mother… She didn’t think there was anyone she hated more than mother. Coincidentally, she didn’t think her mother hated anyone more than she did her.

 

Now her brother, the best, best, bestest, best brother in the whole world. Her own world. She almost had him forever, she almost had him in a way no one else would be able to enjoy. But then he went and left her too… She didn’t even feel his warmth anymore, meaning that he probably went out for a smoke. Because of course he did, even those disgusting cigarettes were more important to him now. 

 

Her greatest fear has come to light, and it hurts to admit it. She was alone, even in her own dreams. There were no visions of the past, nor the future. It was just her, lying in a bed of bloody flowers, all by herself. 

 

“Tar SoUl.”

 

And the demon she may have developed a habit of summoning lately.

 

“I’m not in the mood, Cubey.” Ashley groaned, closing her eyes and waiting to die. “If you want my soul, just take it… I don’t care anymore.”

 

“I am noT HeRe foR yoUr SouL.” 

 

Huh, was it just her or did Cubey sound remarkably clearer than he usually did? Oh, whatever, she might have commented on it if she didn’t want to die right now.

 

“Then what do you want?” Ashley asked, not even bothering to raise her head. The void underneath the bloody flowers made for a surprisingly comfortable mattress. She wouldn’t mind if she died there, it would be a better fate for her than she deserved. “I’m sort of in the middle of dying here.”

 

“YouR DeaTh woulD Be POintlesS.” Cubey said with surprising clarity. Before, his voice sounded like static, or like you were rubbing two pieces of paper machete and somehow making a deep voice out of that type of sound. Now it was like hearing a voice come out of an old telephone. “Your veRy exIstenCe feedS my hunGer. BuT as of latE, youR rOle haS bEen usurPeD.”

 

Ashley groaned into the flowers. She rolled over onto her stomach, staring down between some of the petals and into the unending void beneath her. She tried pushing some of the petals out of the way, but her hands never seemed to push past them to touch the void itself, as if an invisible constant force was keeping her from falling into what she imagined was the realm of hell, just below the realm between. 

 

“The Charred Soul. HiS MisEry filLed mY hungeR many timE’s alone.”

 

“Ugh, what about him!?” The mentioning of her brother made Ashley snap into a sitting position, she looked up at the the floating cube, and it went right over her head that the cube was no longer a cube, but in a vague humanoid shape with several sets of arms and legs, and a head that was just a black orb with many sets of eyes. Cubey wasn’t much of a cube anymore. But she didn’t care, the name stuck, and he never corrected her. 

 

“It’s always about him! The brother, the boy I was told my entire life to be more like!” She exclaimed, tears beginning to form at the corners of her eyes. Which was strange, because she didn’t think she could cry anymore right now. She was just angry and bitter. “I know he’s better, I know you’d rather be linked with him! I also know you’ve been going behind my back giving him dreams, you little trickster! It’s probably because of you he hasn’t been… hasn’t been… ugh,” Suddenly, she felt dizzy. Her head felt too light on her shoulders, and her vision blurred. For a moment, she went colorblind, unable to see any of the red or white that usually made up the environment of this realm.

 

“Do noT prolOng youR EyEs upoN my neW foRm.” Cubey explained as she felt sick to her stomach, then she realized that her eyes weren’t crying, but blood was beginning to bleed out of them. “YouR veRy PerCeption of mYselF couLd brinG forTh PerManeNt ConseqUences.”

 

“Guess you’ve been gorging yourself lately, huh?” Ashley said, looking down at her lap now rather than the horrific monster Cubey had become. “I guess I did something right in my pathetic life. I managed to make a demon more powerful, at least! Not many who could say that…” She laughed pitifully to herself. 

 

“I havE beeN feedIng off oF the MiseRy thaT you And The Charred Soul HaVe beEn CreaTiNg.” Cubey explained. She didn’t hear his voice anymore, at least in the physical sense. It was like the demon was speaking directly to her mind. It started to hurt listening to his voice, and it disoriented her, but it wasn’t so painful that she couldn’t just sit there and bear with it a while. “ThUs, I haVe becOme MoRe PowErFul thaN many Of my Kind. OnLy that whoM YouR KiNd calL ‘The Lord Unknown’ stAndS abOvE me noW.”

 

“Good for you.” Ashley vaguely remembered the rather brief summoning of that other entity down in the cultists' lair back near the first motel that she and her brother stayed at after escaping the apartment. She remembered that it was much larger and had many more eyes than Cubey did, and its shape was much more inhuman. Its power and anything else it could do was completely unknown to her, however. Not that she really cared for it other than as a former curiosity to her. Anything that wasn’t immediately in her interest often was forgotten. 

 

“...” She felt Cubey stare at her for a while. “I CaN MaKe YouR PaIN Go aWAy, Tar SouL.”

 

That got her attention. Ashley dared to perk up and raise her head for a few seconds before her eyes started leaking blood again. Her head fell once more, but this time she had something to say. 

 

“Got another deal to offer me, hm?” Ashley asked, then shrugged. “Well, it's not like making deals with devils ever went wrong so far. What do you want?”

 

“YouR acTioN’s iN thE Human reaLm have NoT goNe unnOtiCed.” Cubey went on, blasting past her question without a care in the realms. “YouR KiN haS garNerEd thE atTentIon oF anoTheR LeliUriuM. I HavE NoT beEn thE onE grantinG hiM neW dreAm’s.”

 

“HUH!?” Ashley’s eyes widened with shock, and hate. “Are you telling me a different demon cube has been fucking with my brother!?”

 

“...” Cubey’s silence was telling. 

 

“B-But then… this whole time…” Ashley grabbed her head. It was painful to think about - literally hurt - to try and understand. Which dreams came from Cubey, which were her own, and which came from this mysterious third demon? She didn’t think it was this lord unknown, because if it were she doubted Cubey would have told her about it. “Weren’t you the one that marked my brother’s hand?”

 

“... No.”

 

“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Ashley screamed, not caring that her eyes bled more as she shot up to her feet and threw her arms out to her sides in protest. Cubey just floated there, probably not even having the capacity to care about her little temper tantrum. “Are you telling me that this fake Cubey has been fucking with us ever since we killed our parents for you!?”

 

Subtly, the vague shape of a humanoid nodded its head. 

 

“HOW!?” Ashley went up to the now apparently second most powerful of its kind and kicked it in one of its many shins. Only for her foot to go right through its form, causing her to stumble and fall through its form. Apparently, she couldn’t physically touch the demon, go figure. “And Why didn’t YOU SAY ANYTHING SOONER!?”

 

“I feD ofF of YouR miseRy as WelL,” Cubey replied, as if that explained it all on its own. “Us LelIuriuM arE NoT posSeSsive oF ouR meaLs. If wE boTh stand tO groW morE powerfUl, theN we shaRe.”

 

“Cubey, it’s adorable and all that you have found a new friend, but your brother or whatever has been fucking with my brother’s head!” Ashley felt the need to point out. “That’s probably why he has been acting so weird lately! Fuck! I should have known something was off! Here I thought it was because he was starting to hate me.” Filled with a new hope and vigor, Ashley couldn’t help but smile. Her brother wasn’t himself right now, he was being manipulated by this third mystery demon, and if that was the case, then it was her duty as his little sister to go and save him!

 

“The Charred Soul is currenTly creAting moRe DeliCious miserY for mY Kin.” Cubey told her. She stopped celebrating to herself, to listen to what else the strange entity had to say. “If yOu WisH to givE aid to Your BrothEr, yoU muSt be Swift.”

 

“Creating more misery…” Ashley pondered that for a moment. What would Andrew be compelled to do to cause more misery? 

 

A realization hit her like a train. 

 

Andrew caused her misery. That alone gave hours and hours of food to these demons. She was no demon, or whatever a leliurium was, but she wasn’t as dumb as many believed her to be. Amongst all forms of life, human’s were the most miserable, and caused the most misery. The capacity for violence human’s were capable of couldn’t be matched by any other life form on the planet. We killed, we warred, we genocided, we conquered, we enslaved, we sacrificed, and the list could go on and on and on. Her hypothesis was that humans who were already miserable, who did great acts of violence that caused more misery - Like killing and then devouring their own parents - probably gave off the most misery for these demons when it came down to the individual. 

 

She was no expert on eldritch horrors, but that seemed close enough for now.

 

But she had one more question before trying to kick herself awake. 

 

“Why would you tell me this?” She asked curiously. “You don’t have anything to gain from telling me, it wouldn’t cause me misery, but just give me some hope that I can still fix things with Andrew.”

 

“Our DeAl was AlWays meant to be MuTualLy benEfiCiaL.” Cubey replied stoically. “And aS it ComE’s to an EnD, it cAn AlSo be RenEweD. yoU wilL continUe to FeEd mE misery, and yoU WilL conTinUe PeEriNg your ForTune. ADdItionalLy, aS mentionEd beforE, I wilL alsO eaSe youR sufferInG.”

 

By consuming her negative energies, probably.

 

She probably gave out a lot of that. Andrew would probably agree.

 

Ashley actually didn’t mind that too much. 

 

“This sounds like a contract.” Ashley commented. Utterly unbothered and honestly quite willing to continue feeding Cubey. If it gave her the chance to save Andrew, then she’d happily sell another bit of her soul. “Is this a contract? Is that how this works?”

 

“A Pact.” The entity corrected.

 

“Cool, so you want me to renew my pact with you, and in exchange you tell me what I need to do to save my brother.” 

 

“YeS.”

 

“And what about your… other demon friend.” Ashley thought about saying brother, but didn’t know what related demons would call each other and didn’t feel like making up a word for it. “Will you do anything to help me with that?”

 

“No.”

 

Ashley’s expression was flat.

 

“Really? How about if I feed you a few more souls?”

 

Everyone had a price, right? That’s how it worked for humans, anyway.

 

“No.” Cubey remained steadfast. “I dO NoT ExPect yoU to UndErstand.”

 

Ashley waited for more, but nothing came. Cubey, being as confusing as always, just floated there silently. She didn’t feel like demons could feel awkward like humans could. With a put-upon sigh, Ashley rubbed a hand down her face and groaned into her palm.

 

“Can you at least tell me if there is any hope at all for Andrew and I?”

 

“FatE is alWayS preSenT.” Cubey answered cryptically. “WheTheR or nOt it bEhaVes hoW oNe Wishes is uP to thE oNe.”

 

Whelp. That sounded like it was the best assurance she was going to get.

 

Ashley closed her eyes, raised her head, then reached out with her hand and held it open. 

 

Without hesitation, she made a second deal with a devil.

 

That wasn’t going to blow up in her face eventually, surely.

 

She felt something as hot as brimstone touch her hand for a moment. She didn’t know if it was a hand, or something else, but when she opened her eyes, she saw the symbol of a vibrant red-orange eye glowing in the center of her right palm. The form of Cubey she perceived before was gone, and Ashley was left with a smile. 

 

Cubey left her with a gift, and even though he never explained how to use it, for some reason she already knew how. Probably some demon magic, like knowledge being planted into her brain. She knew it as if it was second nature to extend her hand out and let the symbol glow, and will it to listen to her mind as she manipulated the dream world around her.

 

“Show me how to help my brother.” Ashley commanded the void.

 

 

“tHe BroTHeR.” 

 

Ashley peered into the past at will, seeing and hearing through an unseen pair of eyes as Andrew stood in the center of darkness, surrounded by void, and nothingness. 

 

Andrew’s eyes snapped open to a dark, red reality. He found himself standing against a red brick wall, a cigarette in his hand. His green eyes widened abruptly upon seeing the dark entity his sister had gotten so adept at summoning. The first time he saw this thing he felt an unknown nervousness within his soul, though as he looked at it now, he didn’t feel anything at all.

 

“YoUR SoUl.” The entity floated closer to him. “InTeResTInG tO mE.”

 

Ashley listened to her brother comedically enough rejecting this mystery demon at first, believing that it was Cubey after his own soul. It warmed her heart a little to see him so himself again. She wondered how she never noticed something was up before, because this Andrew was so much more vibrant than the one that she has been interacting with before. His eyes were much more green too, as if they had all the life in them still. 

 

“A SoUL OnCE PuRE, nOW sO ChARreD.” The entity floated around him. “DeLiCIoUs FlAvOuR. My FaVOriTE.”

 

This entity sounded only slightly different from Cubey. She could barely make out the differences, but with this new power Cubey granted her, she could easily tell that this was not the same leliurium that she had summoned twice before this moment. 

 

Something about what it said too made her perk up. Again with the charred soul and delicious flavors. It seems that this one was much hungrier than Cubey ever was. Much more aggressive with its tactics too. 

 

“Look, I don’t really know what your whole deal is, but we gave you two souls last time, and it wasn’t even that long ago. If you want another one, fine, but you don’t need to barge into my dreams - in fact, you don’t need to barge into my dreams at all.” Andrew looked around. “Where’s Ashley? Isn’t she the one that keeps that talisman thing you gave her?”

 

“YoU BeAR mY mARk.” The unknown entity said. Andrew waited for more of an explanation, and quickly realized he wasn’t about to get any.

 

 “I noticed that.” Andrew remarked. 

 

Ashley noticed it too. Now more than ever. She compared it to the same mark that Cubey had just given her. They were similar, very similar that she didn’t doubt that the two were kin. Maybe brother and brother? She wasn’t sure how genders worked for demons, but it was similar enough that she didn’t blame her brother, who had only seen Cubey once for a brief moment before this happened.

 

“What do you want from me?” Andrew asked suddenly, making Ashley pay attention again to what had already happened in the past. 

 

She watched and listened, recognizing the fact that the past couldn’t be changed and that it would be a waste of energy to even try interacting with a scene that has already been recorded. The ink was already dry, as the wise one said. 

 

Ashley felt Andrew’s feelings as if they were her own, not because she was given a live feed of everything Andrew was thinking and feeling, but because she felt the same way he felt. When the new entity mentioned the dream, she felt a flare of embarrassment strike her chest. Despite all of her teasing and prodding, she was actually really nervous about the whole wanting to fuck her brother thing. She didn’t think it was wrong to love her brother that way, or that it was weird, it was just the only kind of love she had left to give. One of her greatest insecurities was never being enough for Andrew, and only Andrew. She already did all of the sister stuff for twenty years, and she watched as Andrew slowly started to drift away from her. Besides giving her body to him and making him mark her as his lover, she didn’t know how else to keep him around.

 

It was comforting to see the display of Andrew struggling to come to terms with his own feelings, it proved to her that she was never alone.

 

She didn’t know what to think about how he felt when he heard her voice echo in the void many of the teasing things she said to him, trying to egg him on to cross that line.

 

And yet again, it hurt to listen to him do his best to reject the feelings he felt. Even before his head got fucked with by the demon, he was always reluctant to accept the facts that it was going to happen eventually. 

 

Then she felt a boiling rage that tarnished any good feelings she had when she saw the dream of Andrew back in the apartment, only for that rage to diminish when she witnessed an old memory of their mother locking her up. Oh, the love she felt for her brother returned all over again when she found out how he learned how to pick locks!

 

Then she got bored again when he thought about Nina. Ugh, why did it always go back to her?

 

The same message was being echoed to him over and over, however. The same message that she had already recognized a looong time ago. She needed him.

 

Ashley didn’t need to spend any time thinking about that at all.

 

It was true. She did need him. Andrew was her everything, after all. He was the only one, and would always be the one for her. Fuck everything and everyone else. They didn’t matter.

 

Only her Andy.

 

Oh, but the next vision drew her interest.

 

Andrew stood on a bed of flowers hovering over the eternal void below, just like she did when she was completing all of those stupid fucking puzzles before. There were two doors ahead of him. A white door on the left, surrounded by more of those bloody flowers, and a black door on the right in the shape of a coffin. Each of them had names scratched into the front. Andrew Graves on the white, Andy on the black.

 

“WhaT WiLl YoU Be?” The mystery entity asked, floating directly in front of her brother's face.

 

On the edge of her metaphorical seat, she desperately wanted to see what he chose. It felt like hours, watching Andrew stand there, clearly thinking to himself about what he really wanted.

 

Did her brother want to be the boring paranoid older brother of Ashley, miserably going along with her every whim? Or did he want to be the cool, easier-going big brother for Leyley, happily accepting her for what she was and living with her in his life happily?

 

“This episode is titled…” Ashley snapped to attention, hanging onto his every word. Digging into each letter to discover any hidden meanings.

 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Andrew’s voice suddenly echoed in her brain. His voice caused an indescribable pain. Not enough to knock her on her ass, but just enough to bring out her physical form as she fell down to her knees, one hand clutching the side of her head.

 

“H-Huh?” She looked up at her brother's face. 

 

“You don’t get to spoil the surprise, DeAr siSteR of MinE.” The thing that took Andrew’s form said with the same smile that would usually make her happy to see. Now, it made a pit grow deep in her stomach as the two doors faded away into nothing. Andrew stepped forward, grabbing her chin and forcing her to look up at him.

 

His eyes weren’t green anymore, but a hellish red-orange. 

 

Ashley was petrified. 

 

“CoMe AnD sEe, TaR SoUleD.” The entity used her brother's mouth. “CoMe ANd SEe WhAT The ChaRrEd SOuL hAS DoNE. CoMe AnD seE ThE DELICIOUS MISERIES yOUr KiN hAs PrePaReD. I Can’T WaIT To FeED oN WhAt’S lEfT Of YoUR TaRNiShED MInD!”

 

Ashley screamed as the entity began to cackle madly. Blindly abusing the power of this realm that Cubey had just granted her, she used her right palm to slap the image of her brother across the face. 

 

Only for the void around her to shatter, and for the dull grey light of the motel room she had fallen asleep in to suddenly invade her senses. Ashley felt something hot and sticky on her face, and when she reached up to touch it, her hand came back red and bloody. She ran to the mirror in the bathroom, throwing the blanket and pillows on the floor as she did, and looked at the bloody mess her face was now.

 

She washed her face quickly without trying to think too much about it. She didn’t think her human mind could handle any more aggressive demon stuff.

 

“I’m coming, Andy!” She exclaimed, sprinting out of the room after realizing that her gun and his knife was already gone. “I’ll save you!”

 

And so she ran, ran, and ran. Ashley Graves ran within twenty seconds of waking up after being asleep for who the fuck knows. She didn’t care that her nose was still bleeding, nor for the fact that she woke up with her eyes leaking bloody tears. All she cared about was getting to her Andy, her brother, the love of her life. Something very wrong was happening here, and she needed to get to him before it got any worse. But for once, the town was full of life. There were cars speeding up and down the roads, the stop lights were taking a painfully long time, and she quickly lost any sort of self-preservation instincts in favor of chasing after her brother. She only had one idea of where he could be, what he could be doing to give this new entity the misery that it craved. It was much more dangerous than Cubey ever was. Not because Cubey wasn’t powerful, but because it was stoic and patient, willing to let her and her brother take their time in getting the souls that it wanted to feed on. Whereas this one was aggressive. It manipulated, it steered, and it clearly wanted something more than just souls. It wanted her brother to kill, maim, and torment to his dark heart's content.

 

To his charred hearts content.

 

She always knew that there was something wrong with her brother. Something very, very wrong. He was good at hiding it, better than even their mother at times. But it was always there. He may have been pure once, but he was forever changed after they trapped Nina in that box in the warehouse she used to play in. From that moment, Andrew’s heart was dark. He was still himself and had control over what he wanted to do, but she remembered the times that he would witness someone get hurt. Like that one time one of his friends broke their legs in gym class thanks to a mysterious equipment malfunction. Even though the equipment was checked every day before gym class started. They never thought to check the other kids bags, because if they did they may have found Andy’s lockpicking tools. 

 

The same tools he’d use to save her, he’d use to hurt other people. He thought he was so sneaky, that no one ever would ever see the darkness he was capable of. Maybe he even thought that he was normal, that he never did anything wrong, that all the wrong that he did was because of her. 

 

She definitely made him go bad, but he was the one who enjoyed it far more than she ever did.

 

That was what scared her the most about him. She never really minded that darkness she knew was in his heart, but when they were in that basement… when she was watching him as he brutally dismembered and disemboweled their parents' corpses, he had that strange, blank expression on his face. That was the first time she was ever truly scared of him. More than she would ever admit to his face. She thought after their tender wholesome moment on the bridge after throwing their parents' skulls into the ocean, he would come around, and they could be happy together… 

 

She figured that is what she gets for attempting to befriend demons.

 

The only place Ashley thought he would be was at Julia’s hotel room. She didn’t know exactly what room number it was, only that it was on the fourth floor. Someone, she just knew that he would be there. If misery was what the mystery entity was after, then it would get lots from Julia’s torment. She was a walking ball of misery with arms and legs and a hole Andrew liked using. 

 

She couldn’t believe she was even thinking it, but ugh, she would have to save Julia before Andrew got to her.

 

She was out of breath by the time she got to the fancy hotel. The clerk, as they usually were, was fast asleep at the desk with a newspaper over his face. She tried to keep running but she was too exhausted, hungry, and out of breath. She sweated all of the water out of her body, and not her mouth felt like it was made of cotton. But she didn’t care, she would drink water after saving her brother.

 

She was so focused that she almost didn’t notice the splotch of blood on the wall of the elevator. It was small, not nearly enough to kill someone. But it was there, and it was fresh. Ashley developed a new nervous habit and began biting her fingernails as she waited anxiously for the elevator to take her to Julia’s floor. 

 

Why were elevators so fucking slow!? Ugh! Ashley almost started tearing her hair out as the elevator slowly came to a stop, and the doors began to slowly open. Maybe she still had…

 

Time? No, hell no, she was out of time a long time ago. Ashley has seen brutal scenes of horror from those slasher movies she used to love watching so much on her birthdays. Puddles of blood, pieces of gore here and there, bodies strewn about with pieces missing. But she knew even back then that it was all fake, it wasn’t real. The blood was too thin, too much of an off shade of the real color of blood. 

 

The hallway before her was something straight out of a serial killer's mind. There were three bodies strewn about in the hallway. All of them were hotel staff. All of them women. One had her throat cut open so wide that if it weren’t for the toughness of her spine she would have been decapitated. Another had her arms slashed vertically up her arms, and she likely bled to death on the floor unable to move since the tendons on her legs were slashed as well. The third one was barely recognizable. Her face was a bloody mushy mess, and she was disemboweled, her intestines wrapped around her arms and feet as if someone used them to up a potential hostage.

 

Ashley forced herself to take a step forward, stepping out into a puddle of dark red blood. It smelled rancid in that hallway, and she didn’t blame the people hiding in their rooms for not wanting to come out. Were the cops on their way? She honestly didn’t know, but if they were, that meant that she had to hurry. There might still be some hope for her brother…

 

She knew it wasn’t true, but it was nice to at least try to hold on to some hope.

 

There was one door that was opened from the outside, not broken in. The keys were still in the keyhole, and she would recognize that silly key ring decoration from anywhere. The small pink plastic smiling octopus that Julia was so fond of could never be mistaken. 

 

Ashley knew what she would see in there, and a small part of her begged her to run away. She squashed that down, though. Where would she even go without her brother?

 

She entered the room.

 

“Oh, hey,” Andrew greeted her with a blank expression on his face. He had taken off his shirt, and she saw it hanging on a chair not too far away. He was holding a hand in one of his, while the other used his cleaver to cut some markings into the floor. “I was wondering when you were going to show up. I managed to break what used to be Julia there for you, thought you would have liked that.”

 

Wordlessly, Ashley went to look at the young woman in question. 

 

Julia was shell shocked. There was a red trail of blood falling from her forehead down her face, but she knew that it wasn’t hers. Her eyes stayed open unblinkingly. She also held a woman’s head in her lap, - Judy, if Ashley remembered correctly - and she couldn’t quite stop staring into its eyes. Or well, the holes where the older woman’s eyes used to be. Ashley also noticed that there was a small file at Julia’s feet. But whether or not Andrew made her watch or made her pluck out her sister's eyes herself, Ashley couldn’t know.

 

“Leyley is like dad was now, just an empty husk.” Andrew remarked as he stood up and poked Julia in the head with her dead sister's hand. “I was thinking we could keep her around and use her to relieve ourselves of our pent up stress. It’s my way of apologizing to you,” He said as if there was nothing insanely wrong with what he was insinuating. 

 

“L-Leyley?” Ashley muttered, staring in abstract shock. 

 

“H-Huh?” Julia stammered, she dropped the head of her sister at the sound of her voice, and she shook as she looked at her. “Y-yeah… that’s me… yes, Andy… I’ll do anything you say…” She chanted brokenly.

 

“That’s right,” Her brother said in a soothing tone. He reached out and patted her head, Julia just nodded softly. Completely, and utterly broken.

 

Then, he looked at her. 

 

Her Andy, her Andrew, or whatever he was now. He looked at her with faded green eyes. It reminded her of mother.

 

Ashley felt her heart throb in her ears. It was hard to breathe. She just stood there, shaking ever so slightly as Andrew used Judy’s hand to scratch his nose. She watched as he got closer to her, poking her forehead with the severed hand with a small smile on his face. 

 

“Stop acting so fucking weird, Ashley.” He chuckled. “This is what you wanted, right? Now we can be together forever. Just you, me, and Leyley. We can live normally now.” He sighed. “Though it's going to be pretty hard to cover this one up… But oh well, I already killed all of the witnesses who saw my face, so as long as I clean myself and Leyley here we should be able to just walk out with no one the wiser.”

 

“W-What?” Ashley stammered, her heart beat got just a little faster. “I-I didn’t… I just wanted to have fun with you…”

 

“Oh, Ashley…” Andrew smiled sadly at her. Something was pushed into her hands. When she looked down, she saw that she had her gun back. Though it was missing a few bullets, there was only one left now. She wondered how many bodies were out there that she didn’t see. “I can see those small little gears in your head moving… oh well,” he sighed sorrowfully. “Do what you want to do, I guess.”

 

Ashley looked up at him with the gun in her hands. Now that he was so close, she could see tear stains on his face. 

 

She had a few choices to make, it seemed. 

 

_______________

SHOOT ANDREW

_______________

 

_______________

SHOOT ‘LEYLEY’

_______________

 

_______________

KILL YOURSELF

_______________

 

“Well?” Andrew said, stepping away from her and pulling out a seat next to Julia. Those faded green eyes of hers seemed to stare into her soul. “I’m waiting.”

 

Ashley felt herself snapping as she raised her gun.




